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by Stealth, and 2 of all 
Patronage, or even R. ght to expect any 
Quarter from the Public. 

In Order therefore, not to intrude My- 
ſelf into the good Company of the WorLD, 
as it is called, without ſome Ceremony, I 
ſhall, after the Example of my Predeceſ- 
ſors in the writing Way, ſet out with im- 
"I ploring 
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ploring the Favour and Clemency of cach 
Gentle Reader, aſſuring him that I am e- 
qually ſenſible with himſelf of the many 
Errors in this Performance, and have no- 
thing to plead in Excuſe for having dared 
to puſh Myſelf upon the Liſt of Authors, 
but the Encouragement I received from 
_ Friends, perhaps more ſanguine in 

Intereſt, than ſtrictly ſcrutinous into 
155 Merits of the Performance; permit me 
however to add, that it was quite a differ- 
ent Motive to Thirſt of Fame, that firſt 
determined me to publiſh theſe Trifles : It 
upon Peruſal any Thing therein ſhall appear 
tolerable, ſo that my Subſcribers may not 
think both their Money and their Patience 
entirely thrown away, I ſhall eſteem nN 
very happy. 

It may perhaps be expected that I ſhould 
now give a circumſtantial Detail of the Chorce 
Pieces in this ſmall Volume; however all I 
ſhall ſay on this Head, is, that in the Epi- 
ſites I am greatly indebted to the ſeveral 
Plays 


ot Koh 
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Plays themſelves for any particular 7747 of 
Paſtion that may be found therein. 

The Characters of Chamont and Serma 
will doubtleſs appear to the Reader 1o very 
little intereſting, (as Lovers,) in the Dra- 
na, as hardly to furniſh Subject Matter for 
an Epiſtle. In Anſwer to this, I fay, that 
when theſe two Epiſtles were firſt wrote, 
I had no Thought of carrying on any Thing 
of that Kind to the Length I have fince 


done, and only deſigned them as fictitious 


Names. The Epiſtle of Pyrrhus to An- 
dromache, may be conſidered as Supple- 
mental; but will not, I hope, be Object. 
able on that Account. 


As to the Tranſlations, eſpecially thoſe 


of Horxacz's Odes, I have endeavoured to 


ſtick as cloſe to my Author as poſſible, be- 
ing of Opinion that a Parody and a Tranſla- 


gion are widely different. 


I flatter myſelf that the Method I have 
taken with thoſe Stories which I have ren- 


dered into Eugliſb from Ovip, will not 


a 3 prove 
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prove diſagreeable to my Readers, eſpeci- 
ally thoſe of the fair Sex, to whom I have 


taken the Liberty of addreſſing the two 


firſt. | 

Having the Honour to ſerve his Majeſty 
in his Royal Navy in the Quality of Sur- 
geon 's Mate, the Duty of my Station call'd 
me moſt Part of the Year from the Land, 
which has been a very great Obſtacle to my 
ſolliciting my Friends in Perſon, and of 
Conſcquence has great! y hinder'd the filling 

my Subſcription Liſt in fo favourable a 
Manner as I had at firſt Reaſon to flatter 
myſelf ivy Several of my Friends remon- 
ſtrated to me, that as my Succeſs had hi- 
therto been fo indifferent, I might with 
fome ſort of Juſtice try the Chance of an- 
other Year, and poſtpone the Publication 
till my Return to England, the enſuing 


Winter; that I was herein warranted by 


the many Examples of this Kind daily of- 
fer d, and thoſe of my Subſcribers who 
knew the real Motive could not be offend- 


ed 
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ed at my endeavouring to make this m 
firſt and (in all Probability) laſt public At- 
tempt as lucrative as poſſible: Senſible 
however that this is too often made the 
Pretenee to impoſe upon the Patience and 
Good Nature of a Set of Friends, as I had 
abſolutely engaged the Book to my Subſcri- 
bers in the Month of April, 1 was reſolved 
at all Events to perform my Promiſe. 

It now remains to return my moſt grate- 
ful Acknowledgments to the generous En- 
couragers of this Subſcription, and to aſſure 
them that it ſhall always be my Study to de- 
ſerve this, and ever other future Inſtance of 


their Favour, and am with the greateſt Ref- 
pect, 


Their much obliged, 
and very humble Servant, 


Majeſty's Ship Pen- 


From on Board his 
‚ zance, Apr. 1. 1754. 


JOHN MILLER. 
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Lieutenant Burnet, of bis Majeſty's Ship Penzance. 
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Lieutenant Burrows, of the ſame Ship. 
Mr. Birt, of his Majeſty's Ship Penzance. 
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Miſs Eſther 3 
Mr. Henry Baker, F. R. 5. 
Doctor Branſby. 
Mr. Thomas Binſtead, of Portſmouth. 
Miſs Elizabeth Bradftreet, of St. John's Newfound- 
land. 
Mr. George Bryan. 
Mr. Butler. 
Mr. Thomas Black way. 
Mr. Belſon. 
Doctor Prodie. 
The Reverend Doctor Blacklo. 
Mr. Belchier, Surgeon. | 
Mr. Bulger, Surgeon at Graveſend. oi] 
Mr. Charles Burley. MI 
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Mr. Collins. e 

Mr. Crow. IE 

Mr. Henry Cable. 3 
Mr. Henry Curtis. r 
Mr. John Cloſe. 8 
Mr. Cæ ſar Crouch. : <4 
Mr. Chippendale. 

Miſs Clark, two Books, 
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Charles Dou olafs Eſq; Lieutenant i in the Royal Navy. 
Captain Dyſon. 


Mr. Benjamin Denham, 8 


Mr. James Solas Dodley, Surgeon. 

Mr. Thomas Dunckerley, Gunner of his Majeſty's 
Ship Tyger. | 

Mr. T — Bolneſt Dunckerly. | 

Mr. Downes, Surgeons Mate of his Majeſty's Ship 
Port-Mahon, two Books. | 

Mr. Dickſon. 

Doctor James Dargent. 

Mr. R. Dodfley, Bookjeller in Pall-mall. 

Mr. Davis, Bookſeller in Fleet-ftreet. 


E. 
The Reverend Mr. Ewer. 
Mr. Richard Edwards. 


F. 


Mr. John French, / the Navy-Office 

Mr. Freſne, Attorney. 
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Mr. Frederick Bonfoy Foreſt. 
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Richard Goſtellowe Eſq ; Chaldon, Dorſet. 
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Mr. Gorman, Purſer of his Maj ges Ship Penzance. 
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Mr. Richard Goſtellowe, of bis Majeſty's Ship, Pen- 


Sauce. 


Mr. Thomas Greenhouſe. 

Mr. Gaelhie. 

Mr. Sunnibank Giles. 

Mr. Thomas Godman, Surgeon in Ola. e 
Mr. Greenhead, Surgeon at Chelſea. 

Mr. Gregory, Surgeon. 
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Doctor Edward Hody. 


Mr. Hayter, of the Academy Wookeich. 

Mr. Humphries. 

Mr. Hadley, Gunſmith, Charing-Crofs. 

Mr. Edmund Scott Hylton, Sub-Engineer of bis 
Majeſty's Fort, at St. John's Newfoundland. 

Mr. Houlton, Fe . 

Mr. John Hunter. 

Miſs Hunter. 

Mr. Hannam. 

Mr. Hale, Surgeon. 

Mr. Hays, of George's Coffec-Houſe Temple-Bar. 

Mr. Roger Hickſon. 

Mrs. Hulſe. 


Mr. Hornſby, 88 at W ootwich. 
Mr. Higgs. 


Mr. Thomas Heywa: d, of his eye Ship Pen- 


Sonde. 


Mr. John Houlton. 
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Mr. Jones, of Chelſea. 

The Reverend Mr. Gilbert Jackſon, of Goſport. 
Mr. Jones, of Bulloign Court. | 

Mr. J. Jolliffe, Bookſeller in St. Fames's-ſtreet. 
Mr. John Johnſon, Bookſeller in Fenchurch-ſtreet. 
Mr. Samuel Johnſon, Bookſeller in Fenchurch-ſtreet. 
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Mr. Katon, of his Majeſty s Ship Penzance. 
Mr. Kidgell. _ 

Mr. Thomas King, Y Briſtol. 

Mr. Kitheer. 

Mr. Keir. 


Mr. Laws, #29 Books. | 3 
Mr. Leſturgeon. ﬀ 
Mr. James Luke, of Exon. 
Mr. Levingſton. 


M. 


The Honourable Frederick Maitland, Lieutenant 
in the Royal Navy. 
Charles Muſgrove, Eq; 

Thomas 


&S ubſcribers {Vames. 


Thomas Miſſing, Eſq; of Stubbington, Hants, #400 
Rooks, © 


Mr. Thomas Miſſing, Attorney at Portſmouth. 
Mr. William Miller. 


Mr. Miller. 
Mr. Millwood. 


Mr. Archibald Maxwell, of perde 


Mr. Thomas Bornford Manwaring, of his Majeſty's 
Ship Penzance. 

Mr. M'Cartney, of ditto. 

Mr. Richard Maidman, »f ditto. 

Mr. Thomas Manwaring, of his Majeſty's Ship Port- 


mabone. 


Mr. M'Culloch, * in . 
Mr. Mercer. 


Mr. Mead. 
Mr. Samuel Male 


N. 


Mr. North, Aerbecary at Cheſſes. 
Mr. Newbery, ile of his Majeſty's Ship 


Penzance. 


Mr. Newbery, W in Searle's-ſtreet Lin- 
colu -Inns fields. 


O. 


Mr. Thomas Orton, of Poriſmouth. 


Mr. Oſborn. 
Mr. William Owen, Beokjeller at Temple-bar. 


The 


A Lift of the 


F< 


The Honourable Lady Mary Powis. 
Miſs Powis. 

Miſs Mary Powis. 

Mr. Powel, of Batterſea. 

Mr. Potter. | 

Mr. Porter, of his Majeſty's Ship Penzance, 
Mr. Parkes. 

Mr. Samuel Pere, of Chelſea. 

Mr. Pennington. 

Mr. Perkin, Engraver. 

Mr. Thomas Parker. 

Mr. Samuel Proſſer. 

Mr. Perkins. 

Mr. Pocklington. 
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1 Rowley Eſq; ; Commander of his Maj 8 Ship 
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Mr. Alexander Reid, Surgeon at Chelſea. 

Mr. Robinſon, Apothecary at ER mouth. ; 
Mr. John Roberts. f 
Mr. John Reid, / Chelſea, [ 
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Mr. Spicer, of Portſmouth. 

Mr. Sedgwick. 

Mr. Solt, of Chelſea. 


Mr. Jeffery Sall, Surgeon of his Majeſty's Yard at 


Wookwich. 
Mr. Samuel Spencer, 
Mr. Stocker, Apothecary at Portſmouth. 
Mr. Sutherland, of Chelſea. 
Mr. George Shaw, two Books. 
Mr. Saunders. 
Mr. John Snelgrave. 


Mr. William Scobie. 
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Mr. William Thomas, of Poole. 


Mr. Richard Trotten, bis Majeſty's Ship Penzance 
Mr. Toryn. 


Mr. Le Tellier. 

Mr. John Trevannion. 

Mr. John Threſher 

Mr. "Theobald. 

Miſs Thornborow. 8 
Mr. Joſhua Thomas. 


Mr. Uſpate. 
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Henry Vandereſt, Eſq; 
Mr. Venables. 

Mr. Vigne. 

Mr. Vicars. 
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Licutenant Griffith Williams, of his Majeſty's Fort 
at St. John's, Newfoundland. 

Mr. Courtney Williams, of h:s Majeſty's Fw Pen- 
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Mr. Joſeph Walker, of Bri/tol. 

Mr. John Whitaker. 
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_— Mr. John Willis. 
| Mr. Weaver. 

Mr. William Woodrowe, of Portſmouth. 

| Mr. Wheathall. 
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| 1 Mr. Williams. 
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Several Occaſions. 
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. BT. One" . 8 * 8 » 2 1 * 


The Tempeſt. 


Ili Robur, et As triplex 

Circa Pectus erat, qui fragilem truci 
Commiſit Pelago ratem 3 
Primus — HoOoRAT. 


| cid Deep 
A ſolemn Silence reign'd, Creation's Sleep! 


5 WAS Midnight's Hour, and o'er the . 


High in the blue Expanſe, the ſilver Moon, 
Radiant amidſt the leſſer Planets ſhone, f 
B. And 


PoE Ms on 


And o'er the duſky Viſage of the Night, 
Diffus'd a pleaſing, melancholy Light. 


Thro' the ſmooth Flood, by proſp'rous Gales pe 
Our ſtately Bark, a moving Wonder fail'd, 
Whilſt on her lofty Sides in idle Play, 
The Waves curl'd bland, and gently paſs'd away 
Stretch'd on the Deck, the Watch, their Mates among, 
„ or tune che mairthful Seng, 
Or active bounding to the artleſs 157 
In Ruſtick Meaſures dance the Hours away; 
Or circling round the Man of Stories chefs 
Whoſe each new Wonder makes the former leſs; 
Or Fancy-led, the wiſh'd for Port they gain, 
The End of all their Labour and their Pain. 
Already in th' ideal Graſp they hold 


The tender Conſort, or the Parent fold, 


Fach 


ſeveral Occaſions. 4 


Eacli to his Wiſhes bleſt, will then no more, 
The Dangers of the faithleſs Deep explore: 
Thus wrapt in full Security they fate, 
And held the Vifions of the Mind for Fate. 
| Fond Men ! ſecure the now would ever laſt, 


| Blind to the FUTURE, thoughtleſs of the PAS. 


2 


When from the madid South with dabbled Win 965 
Lo furious Auſter unexpected ſprings 
In bluſt rous Rage! Alarm d all Ocean roſe, 


And Nature ſtarted from her calm Repoſe 
Deep thro th' arial Vault the Thunders roll, 
| And forked Lightnings dart from either Pole: 


W Now (the dire Claſh of Elements begun,) 
3 From the Ætherial Space the ſilver Moon, 


B 2 Cloud- 
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Cloud-wrapt retiring, (ſicken'd at the Sight,) 
Reſign'd us up to Chaos, and to Night ; 
The Waves no longer now in idle Play, 


Curl bland againſt the Ship, and paſs away, 

But by the Force of the increaſing Gale, | 
To Mountains grown, the Top-Maſt's Height aſſail; 
In vain (regardleſs of the Helm) we try'd 

O'er the mad Surge, the bounding Bark to gate | 
In whirling Eddies toſt ſhe giddy turns, 


And all the Pilot's Art to rule her ſcorns ; ; | 
Whilſt helpleſs we, and i impotent to ſave, 

Drive at the Mercy of th' inſulting Wave. 

The Rider thus, whoſe fiery Steed diſdains 

An even Courſe; indignant of the Reins, + 
Headlong is hurried o'er the diſtant Plains : 

In vain to check his Flight the Curb he tries, 
Now here, now there, the bounding Courſer flies, 


Nor feels the checking Curb, or feeling it defies. 


Soon 


ſeveral Occaſcons. 


Soon as new Sails, (the laſt Reſort,) we bend, 
Torn from the Yards, we ſee the Canvas rend. 
The flitting Remnants bear our Hopes away, 
And leave us ſunk in Horror and Diſmay: 
Aſunder next the cracking Cordage flies, 
a = And the tall Maſt late tow'ring to the Skies, 
Prone o'er the Side, a cumbrous Ruin lies. 
1 The lab ring Hull now ſtagg' ring to and fro, 
Reels Drunkard-like, oppreſt with watry Woe, 
As o'er her Decks, the whole collected Deep 


Reſiſtleſs Torrent! ſeems at once to {weep 


Whilſt from above the Clouds inceſſant pour, 


In dreadful Cataracts their watry Store. 


And thus the Sport of Heaven and Ocean toſt, 
Wave - mounted in the Clouds awhile we 're loſt, 


Then plung'd unfathomable Depths below, 


1 | 
Hurl'd headlong thro' the watry Abyſs go, | 
8. 8 | | 
B 3 Dreary j 
zoon | | 
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Dreary and Vaſt! where heighten'd by our Fears, 
Death in a thouſand vary d Forms appears, 
As burſting livid, o'er the Gloom of Night, 

A Blaze of Meteors flaſh terrific Light; 


\Trembling we ey'd each big approaching Wave, 


As that by Fate decrecd to be our Grave, 

Whilſt conſcious Guilt, redoubled Horrors gave. 
Now loſt to Hope, Preſumption humbled lies, 
"oe Heaven we ſeek with ſupplicating Cries, 

* O thou! to . Creation's Ways are known, 


* And jarring Elements Subjection own, 


5 Propitious in this Hour of Need befriend 


* And riſe Supreme where human Efforts end ! ” 
Thus we in Anguiſh breath'd the fervent Pray'r, 
And Heaven all Gracious lent the pitying Ear, 
Oer the rude Deep, the Sacred Mandate went, 


The Winds were huſh'd, and Ocean's Fury ſpent, 


The 
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ſeveral Occaſions. 7 


The Storm ſubſides : On troubled Bark no more 
By Tempeſt ſhaken, labours as before, 

The Clouds no more in Deluges deſcend, e 
But with the Waves their dreadful Conflict end, 
The languid Lightnings, now innoxious play, 
And harmleſs Thunders diſtant roll away; 

All's Calm: and Hope again in ev'ry Breaſt, 

Her Seat reſuming, (Heaven-deputed Gueſt ! ) 
Gave us, fo lately number'd with the Dead, 

Once more to raiſe the Grave-devoted Head, 

To Life reſtor'd ; and (far more priz'd than Life,) 
The Calvert of the Parent, Friend, and Wife. 


Now thro' the roſy Portals of the Eaſt, 
The glorious Sun, in Gold and Azure dreſt, 
Reſplendent iſſuing as a Bridegroom gay, 


To our chear'd Souls announc'd returning Day. 


B 4 5 Whilſt 
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Whilſt at his bright Approach the fable Night, 
With all her Train of Horrors, took their Flight, 
All Nature ſmil'd, to ſee her Peace reſtor'd, 
And proſtrate we the Hand of Heaven ador'd. 


5 —— * 
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MM mee 
The Wiſh. 


() Would indulgent Heaven beſtow, 

| To ſmooth this Vale of Tears below, 

Of Gold, enough to ſet me free 

From all the Snares of Penury ; 

Enough, that ſomething I might ſpare, 

To feed the Hungry, cloath the Bare ! 

Plain ſhould my Raiment be, and meet 

'To ſhield my Lirkbs from. Cold and Heat ; 

My Food, —ſufficient to ſupply 

Nature's Demands, not Luxury ; 

A Cot I'd have, where Plainneſs reigns, 

(No Fretwork Roofs, nor Tyrian Stains, 

Which kindle Pride, and wild Deſires, 

In Minds, that blind Ambition fires,) - 
Plac'd 
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Plac'd near ſome venerable Wood, 


Whoſe Branches long have Storms withſtood ; 
There let my Limbs at Eaſe be ſpread, 


My Soul converſe with Sages dead; 
Or thro' the Shade whilſt pleas d I walk, 
With God my great Creator talk 4 


L 
1 
\ 
/ 
] 


In mental Parley ; whilſt around 


! 
[| A ſolemn, ſacred, Huſh is found, 
| | Till the 'wrapt Soul, entranc'd ſhall ſtray, 


On Fancy's Wings to Realms of Day. 
There far from Care, and Noiſe, and Strite, 
Reſide the real Sweets of Life; 


| | Content! the choiceſt Bleſſing giv'n | 

| | Io favour'd Man, by bounteous Heaven, | 
| Oh! give Content with Me to dwell 

| 


Joint-Tenant of my humble Cell ! 


Content! from gilded Rooms of State 


Expell'd with never ceaſing Hate 


Let 


4 
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Let Damon too the Friend, be there, 
The Noble, Generous, and ſincere! 
Whoſe Soul from Pride, as Vice, is free, 
A Foe profeſsd to Flattery ; 

Bleſe'd with their Preſence all will fraile, 
And ſome new Joy each Hour begulle. 


Grant me but this I'll aſk no more, 


Poſſeſs d of all my Soul calls Store 


Grant this! III look with Pity down, 
On Pride's vain Plaything call'd a CRown. 


The 
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No Mortal below, nor no Godhead above, 


12 PoE Ms on 


NNNNNNNNNN NN N MN NN NN 


The F orſaken Shepherd. 


N Love, and forſaken by Myra, falſe Maid 

Poor Colin ſat down where a Beach ſpread its Shade, 
And thus to the River meand'ring along, 
The Hcart-broken Shepherd addreſſed his Song. 
% Ah! whither ſo faſt from thefe Banks do you fly, 
« Like Myra Inconſtant, tho' fair to the Eye ? 
60 To hear me complain yet a Moment oh ſtay! 
And my Tears with increaſe, ſhall your Kindneſs 

repay. 

« T envy'd when Myra return'd my fond Love, 
* When laid by her Side, to my Wiſh I was bleſt, 
* And I dreamt, of no Heaven beyond her ſoft Breaft. 


But how wretched my State, now the flies from the 


Plam, 


* How inſipid my Pipe, and how languid my Strain! 


(c No 
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« No more thro' theGrove ſhall my Muſick be heard, 
« Ag when the was my Theme, and her Kiſs f 
« My Dog, and my Flock, are no longer my Care, 
ce The Birds have no Muſick, no Fragrance the Air. 
« No Joy to my Heart can gay Nature ſupply, 

« But my Haunts are as mournful, and filent as I. 
For in Room of gay Colin, and Harmony there, 


* 


« The Screech Owl, and Bat, and fad Colin appear; 
Ah then ſince my Life of all Joy is bereft, 
« Why, ye Gods! is that Life fo embitter'd, yet left? 
« Why ſhould Colin be chain'd tohis Woes like a Slave, 
« And deny'd the wiſh'd Freedom, and Peace of the 


Grave? 


Relenting the Gods heard the Grief of the Swain, 
And in Pity ſent Death to releaſe him from Pain, 


Falſe Myra! farewell!” was the moſt he could ſay, 
Ere the Soul took her Flight and abandon'd the Clay. 


The 
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The Lucky Encounter. 


Eneath a cool refreſhing Shade, 


The lovely Phillis at her Eaſe was laid; 
When Chance, or more prevailing Fate 
Brought Damon there to ſhun the Heat 
But Gods! what Pen can paint the Joy, 
That inſtant ſeiz d the am'rous Boy, 
When he his haughty Fair One found 
Lock'd in ſoft Slumbers on the Ground 
The looſen'd Robe, the heaving Breaſt, 
All! All! the ſleeping Fair confeſt. 


Seiz'd with a ſoft tumultuous Tide 


Of Awe and Love, awhile he ey'd 


By a tall Beaches ſpreading Branches made, 


The 
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The Boaſt of Nature as ſhe lay, 
Dreading to give his Tranſports way; 
But ſoon this little God o'ercame, 

And baniſh'd Fear, and baniſh'd Shame, 


He ventures on her coral Lips, 


And large ambroſial Draughts he ſips. 

O'er all her Ivory Limbs he rov'd, 

And claſp'd, and view'd, and kiſs'd, and lovd ! 
Now nearer yet, and nearer drew, | 


Till open to his am'rous View 


Lay all that Heav'n of Bliſs could give, 


And happy Mortal could receive ; 

Yet ſtill the Nymph faſt Slumbring lay, 
Nor mov'd the leaſt, or Word did ſay, 

Till Love's all-piercing Dart ſhe felt, 
Then, when her Soul began to melt, 
Dear Youth ſhe cry'd, ah! pleaſing Pain 4 
Then elos'd her Eyes, and flept again. 


The 
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The happy Shepherd now grown ſick 
And cloy' d with Love, retir'd quick, 
The happy Nymph retir'd too 


To ſhun th' unwholſome Evening Dew. 


The | 
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The Expoſtulation. 


Eavens ! what Injuſtice tis that She 
Who wounds all Hearts, herſelf ſhould be 


Alone Invuln'rable, nor prove 


The Pangs of diſappointed Love ! 

That She who fills each Eye with Tears, 
Rends ev'ry Soul with anxious Cares, 
Who with a Look, from ev'ry Breaſt, 
Chaſes calm Peace, and COW ay Reſt; 


| Should boaſt (regardleſs of their Pain 0 
The Thouſands loſt by her Diſdain; 


And mock the Mis'rys She does cauſe 
Defying Juſtice and. it's Laws ; 

Love! where's thy boaſted Power, ob where ! 
That unconcern'd thou thus can'ſt bear 


The Inſults of this haughty Fair 
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And Suffer with Impunity, 


Theſe bold Attempts gainſt thy Divinity? 


Soon thy Dominion will expire, 
Nor Lovers more confeſs thy Fire, 
Thy Power will ſoon neglected grow, 


Nay quite forgotten here below, 


Loſt in the Conqueſts of this Mortal Foe : 


Thy Mother's Temple too will ſoon, 
With loathſome Weeds be over-grown, 
Nor more with mirthful Revell'ry, 

And Love e Harmony, 


The vaulted Roofs reſound, nor more 


With grateful Myrrh be ſtrew'd the F loor, 


But ſoon to her Regret will ſhe, 
Her hallow'd Fanes deſerted ſee, 
Her Altars fallen, her Doves unyok'd, 


Nor Venus Name be more invok'd 


i 
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By the kind Nymph, and amorous Swain, 
But in her Stead Clarinda reign 
Unrival'd Goddeſs of the Grove, 
And ſpite of Thee and her will prove, 


| Sole Queen of Beauty, and of Love. 


Shake off thy Lethargy then, riſe} 
And pluck the Bandage from thy Eyes, 
A Shaft from 'midſt thy Quiver chuſe, 
And well in Gall the Point infuſe, 


T hen at one Blow transfix the Dart, 


Up to the Feather in her Heart; 
Thus by one lucky Hit again 


Thy falling Empire thou' llt regain, 


Revenge thy Mother, Self, and Me, 
And ſet a World from Slav'ry free. 


E 2 Tha 
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The Parting Exchange. 


Hilſt the Sunſhine of thy Smile, 
Does each happy Hour beguile, 


Love-inebriated J, 
Heed not how the Moments fly, 
The flying Moments, that alas 
Paſs irrevocably Paſs 

Haſt' ning on the dreadful Hour, 

{hen I ſhall ne'er behold thee more, 

Ne'er more be to thy Boſom preſt, 
Where much I ſpeak, and feel the reft, 
The Reſt, that only Lovers feel, 


® 


The Reft, none e'er had Power to tell, 


The Reſt, unutterably ſweet, 
| When Hearts and Souls and Bodies meet, 
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But ſoon from thy Embraces torn, 
Muſt in a cruel Abſence mourn, 


(Like ſome wretched exil'd Spright, 


That reſtleſs haunts the Tombs by Night,) 


Raviſh'd Bliſs, and loſt Delight; 
But muſt our Souls Diviſion prove! 


Diviſion that worſt Foe to Love ? 


4+ 


Say ! tho' to diſtant Climates born, 


From whence I may, or mayn't return, 


The Work of Fate; have I to fear, 


A Doubt of ever being dear 

To Thee, as Thou to Me, my Fair ? 
No! ſince my Heart into thy Breaſt 
Has ſtolen, there let the Truant reſt ! 


And pr'ythee ! Love ! don't niggard be ! 


But in return ſend thine to Me, 


do oft by theſe dear Hoſtages, 


May we our abſent Pangs to eaſe, 
C 3 A Mu- 
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A Mutual Mental Parley hold, 
Claſp'd in Imagination's Fold ; 
Thus lov'd and loving, ſtill, ſhall we, 


{| | Reverſe our Fortune's hard Decree, 
[| And tho' in Perſons doom'd to part, 


Retain at home each other's Heart. 
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The Treachery of Cup1d. 


An Anacreontic. 


S void of Care the other Day 
I rov'd about, I loſt my Way, 


And met young Cupid on the Road, 
(Nor knew at firſt the malign God, 
For he the better to ſ urpriſe, 

Had hid his Shafts in CHoe's Eyes ;) 
A pretty, little, ſmiling Chit, 

He ſeem'd to Me, of lively Wit ; 


| His Age was much about Fifteen, 


Wanton he oamboll'd o'er the Green; 
My pretty Boy ſaid I, I pray 
Can'ſt thou direct me on my Way? 
C 4 = Ay 
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Ay that I can alert he cry d, 


Come follow me! III be your Guide! 


Thro' Meadows, Groves, and Fields we wept, 
Where Nature laviſhly had ſpent 


Her choiceſt Stores to make them fair, 


And balmy Odpurs fill'd the Air; 
All beauteous ſeem'd, as Heaven itſelf, 


Had been in Concert with the Elf, 


Who, whilſt in Raptures I admir'd 
Each glowing Scene, with Wonder fir'd, 


Unheeded led me to a Pit, 


A graſſy Carpet cover'd it, 

And on the wily Margin grew, 

A Thouſand Flowers of various Hue, 
Onwards I went, when ſhame to. tel! ! 
Deceiv'd, and heedlets, in I fell! 


And at the Bottom Brambles found, 


That drew the Blood at ey'ry Wound, 


ſeveral Occafions, = 
My tender Fleſh in Pieces tore, 


The more I-ſtrove, they ſtung the more; 


The Treach'rous God now flood confeſt, 
And at my Tortures made a Jeſt, 
80 fare he cry'd each Foe to Me, 
| Each Advocate for Liberty 5 
Then wav'd his Plumes, and left me there 


Half dead with Anguiſh, and Deſpair. 
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Another. 


Love thee thou bewitching Fair ! 
More than all Things love the Air, 
More than Beaſts do love their Prey, 
More than Birds do love the Spray, 
More than Fiſhes Waters love, 

More than Sylphs to haunt the Grove, 


More than Monarchs to be Great, 
More dpi Eccleſiaſticks State 
More than Miſers love their Pence, 
More than Prudes a double Senſe, 


More than Poets love their Bays, 


More than half thy Sex love Praiſe, 
In ſhort I love thee Arabell / 


More than, —More than, — Tongue can tell. 


The 
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The Complaint. 


I. 
H! where ſhall I my Fair One find? 
Loft is the Maid I love ! 
For ſwiſter than the flitting Wind, 
O'er yonder Mead, I ſaw her rove; 
It's verdant Spires, the yielding Graſs 
Gently reclin'd, to let her pats, 
Then roſe again as proud of ſuch a Weight, 
With doubled Verdure, having kiſs'd her Feet. 


2. 
The Chryſtal Stream that ſhould have prov'd 
A Lover's friendly Aid, 7 
And ſtopt her Flight, alike unmov'd 
The With Fate, my Hopes betray'd ; 
The 
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The Nereid that reſided there, 
Deceiv'd to ſee a Nymph ſo fair, 
Thought Ampbytrite near her drew, 


And bid the curling Waves divide, and let the 
Goddeſs thro', 


2; 

Th' obedient Waves part ſwift as Light, 
And make a Paſſage for her Flight, 

But as I thought to follow cloſe, 

The Liquid Enemies my Steps oppoſe; 
Joyning, they bar my eager Way, 

Then paſs regardleſs on in idle Play ; 
Ah me! my Arabella's gone ; 


Loſt is my lovely Maid, and Damon is undone. 


The 
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1 The Irreſolure. 
the! | | 


N vain a thouſand Times I've ſwore 

O Chloe! thou ſhouldſt reign no more, 

In vain, for ſtill my Rebel Heart 

WAgainſt my Reaſon took thy Part, 

And fixt thee Miſtreſs there in ſpite of all my Art. 


When anger'd by thy proud Diſdain, 
T've bravely tugg'd to break thy Chain; 
Nor better Rage it's Poſt defends, 

A Look, a Word, my Purpoſe ends, 


And ſtill my treach rous Heart, Chloe ! thy Vaſſal 
bends. 


Another Method then J try, 


The! And feign for ſome new Fair to dye, 


But 
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But ſtill to my Vexation ſee, 
My very Senſes brib'd by thee, 
And every Face but thine, ſhews like Deformity. 


To Muſic's gentle kind Relief 
When next I fly, to ſooth my Grief, 
In hopes to drive thee from my Mind, 
Diſcordant every Note I find, 
Unleſs to every Note, Chloe ! thy Name is join'd. 


Fain, very fain, I wou'd be free, 
But yet can't-hate the Slavery ; 


T fee, and know, how ill I'm us'd, 


But have Deliverance oft refus'd, 


n at, (provided ds by You,) ain plear'd to be 
| abus'd- } 


If ſuch thy Power, then Chloe / why 


This cauſcleſs, plaguing Jealouſy ? 


Why 


am _ 8 t 
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Why anxious where I ſtay, or go, 
Or what I fay, or what I do, 


ty. Since all at laſt muſt * in Homage paid to Vou. | 
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Than the moſt ſimple Maid. 


The Indifferent. 


AY Freedom now theſe ten Years long 
I've kept ſecure from Cupid's Darts, 
Still as I've rang'd the Fair among, 
Amidft the Dance, the Drefs, the Song, 
Thoſe Female Baits for Hearts. 


The Coy, the Kind, the Chaſte, the Free, 
With all alike I've toy d and play'd, 


Nor could the nioft experienc'd She 


Do more againſt my Liberty, 


Thus happy in Indifference, 
Oft to my ſelf, I've ſmiling cry'd, 
What Mortal that the leaſt Pretence 
To Reaſon has, or common Senſe, 


To one would er be ty'd ? 


But 
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MB But now this wand'ring Heart of mine 
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That idly rov'd from Fair to Fair, | 


22 thy brighter Eyes confine, 
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And with a kind of Force divine, 


Compell thy Chain to wear. 


Then do not Fair | tyrannic prove, 
Or treat thy Vaſſal with Diſdain; 


For ſhould this Heart ſo us'd to rove, 


Once feel the Scourge of ſlighted Love, 


"Twou'd ſoon be — gone again. 
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The Caution. Roi 
5 W. 

Ye ! who hold your Freedom dear, 
Take friendly Council and beware, a 
My Mira thro' the Meadows roves, 8 

Surrounded by a Train of Loves, 

I faw, I ſaw them take cheir Place, FY 
Each Lord of ſome peculiar Grace; 855 
But Chief, and Prince of all the Reſt, — 
81 


Shines Cupid, in her Eyes confeſt; 
Vermillion-clad, an Urchin keeps, 

The balmy Portal of her Lips, 

And thence ſuch fragrant Sweetneſs deals, 
As over ev'ry Senſe prevails ; | 
Her dimpled Cheeks, poſſeſs, a Pair, 
Who laviſh ſpread their Roſes there; 


Minerva 
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Minerva taught her Steps to move, 
Aſſiſted by the Queen of Love; 
Round all her Bedutedub Graceful Form, 
Whole Myriads of Deſires ſwarm. 
Attended thus, She forth is gone, 
Oh! heed, ye Youths ! or you're undone, 
For know, (and I can truly tell, 
For I alas ! have known too well,) 
This Maid whom Heaven thus makes its Care 
Is Shepherds ! fickle as She's fair, 
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The Ladies Dilemma. 


ORD bleſs me! ſays Flavia, thoſe Things 
| | call'd the Men, 
Are ſo monſtrous provoking ! there's not One 


Will take a Denial, and what can One do? m_— 
It ſignifies nothing to anſwer Them, No! 
hs an Inſtance of this, it was but t'other Day 

I was dreſſing, I think, —Ay eto go to the Play, 
When who ſhould come in but young Curio, and he 
From a ſlender Acquaintance, is grown very free; 
When cocking his Hat in an inſolent Way, 

Gad curſe me ! you look like an Angel to Day, 

So tempting !—Pſha ! prythee !—Nay I muſt _ 
Sure Curio! you're mad] what Behaviour is this? 
So I ſtruggled you know: when the inſolent Wretch, 
Diſorder d my Hair, and difplac'd ev'ry Patch, 


With 
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With Rage I was ready to burſt, you muſt think, : 
[bid him be gone | He = Molly the Wink, 

And ſhe left the Room, like an unthinking Jade, 
Sure! never poor Woman was e'er ſo betray'd ! 

I call'd out as loud as my Voice would permit, | 
But you know TI h'd a Cold, and a'n't well of it yet ; 


So more and more preſſing the Monſter he grew, | 


Not contented with what by Compulſion he drew, 
He inſiſted that I, in my Turn, ſhould kiſs too; 

In vain ev'ry Art of Perſuaſion TI try d, 

He'd have teiz d me to Death if T had not comply d; 
So finding it vain to diſpute him the Field, 

I was forc'd to his ſhocking Propoſal to yield, 

And inſtead of one Kiſs, that he aſk'd for before, 


In my Conſcience, I think, that T gave him a Score. 
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Chloe alter'd. 


RETTY Chloe was, you know, 
Mighty fond of Dreſs and Show; 
Pretty Chloe likewiſe was, 

Very, very fond of Praiſe, 
Seldom went to Church or Play, 
But She brought a Heart away ; 


But now Beauty's greateſt Evil, 


Small-pox came as would the Devil! 


Came the Doctors too in Crouds, 
With Face-preſervatives by Loads, 
But all would not do, at laſt _ 
Went Small-pox, and Beauty paſt; 
Beauty, that the Sages ſay, 

Like the tranſient Flower in May, 


Blooms, and withers in a Day. 
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Chloe 
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Chloe now recover'd quite, 
Soon perceiv'd Dame Fortune's Spight, 
The pretty Oval Turn was gone ; 
Dimples there remain'd not one ; 

In ſhort all Love's Artillery, 

In one common Ruin lay ; 

What to do? No Conqueſts now, 
From the Side Box not a Bow a 

None to hand her to her Chair, 

On each Female Face a Sneer, 

As ſhould ſay, pray what is come 

Of Chlee's boaſted Charms and Bloom ? 
Chloe then reſolv'd in Time, 
To dedicate to Heaven her Prime, 

A little worſe 'tis true for wear, 

But what do Saints for Outſide care, 


Their Beauties all interior are | 


5 4 | Now 
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Now alter d quite She throws aſide, 

The rich Brocade and tinſell d Pride. 
Turns all her Patches out of Place, 
And Betty's ſelf is in Diſgrace. 

Betty, that able Miniſtreſs, 

So deeply vers'd in Schemes of Drefs ; 
She wonders now how Women can 
Endure that filthy Creature Man ? 
Made up of nought but Tricks and Lies, 
Or lime ill-plac d Flatteries : 


And dreſs'd in fimple Stuff, and Pattens, 


Each Morn, by Six, is ſeen at Mattins. 
In ſhort, this Inſtant that J write, 

Our pretty Chloc's alter'd quite, 

And become, ('tis Truth I ſwear) 

The arrant'ſt Prude that breaths the Air. 


The 
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The Comical Definition, or the 
S---n in the Suds; A Story 
Founded on Fact. 


N the Bench learned Verus enrobed Was fate, 
Attentive to hear the Cauſe in Debate, 
When th' Indictment being laid, and the Fact 


clearly ſhewn, 


(For that A had beat B, was very well known ;) 


The Counſel next mov'd, who were for the Defen- 
dant, 


To end an Affair had been ſo long dependant, 
That the S——2n who did on the Patient attend; 


Should ſwear that the Hurts complain'd off by his 


Friend, 1 
Were ſuch as Goat th' Injuries he had ſuſtain'd, | 


Of Conſequence came — So it now was agreed 'Y 


To ſwear in ——————for he it was ſaid, J jt 
Had the Patient attended; and fully ſurvey'd 


Then 
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Then forth ſtept our DocToR, but oh! had you 
ſeen, 


The droll Air of Importance that fate on his Mien, 


How he hemm'd, haw'd, bow'd low and threw back 


| his three Ties, 
And in ſpite of Dame Nature would be ſeem to be 


wiſe, 
„My Lord” (then he cry'd, but firft look'd round 


At the Ladies expecting their Applauſe in a "k. "roxy 
For it ſtill muſt be own'd that our Doctor fo gay 

To the Ladies was ever the tout Devote) 

„My Lord, that the Plantiff does juſtly complain, 
Of the preſent Diſorder I think very plain, 

For the Force of the Blows by Defendant nfi&ed, 


On my Patient's Shoulders, ſuch Marks has relied 


That he need only ſtrip, and the Thing plain ap- 


pears, 


(Tho' I hate to ſet People together by th' Ears) 
Yet Truth, my Lord! Truth is, and tis very well 


known 


To all Men that I have no Views of my own 
In this Thing ;—But as I was ſaying the Force 
Of theſe Blows he recciv'd had the Shoulders of 


courſe 


Much 
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Much tumefy'd, and underneath there was found 
Of extravaſate Blood, 'twixt the Muſcles around 

A Quantity large, Now my Lord! he complains 
At preſent, I think, of excruciating Pains 

In Scroto, and here lyes the Knot of the Thing! 
For how ſay his Council, can ſuch Complaints 
From a Blow on the Shuulder? Alas! good my Lord 
In 1 they are quite dark on my Word ! 
For down from the Muſculus Subſcapularis 

To the Scrotum, I think a way very fair 1s, 

By which the coagulate Grumus might flide, 

And being come there, by it's Force might divide 
The ſeveral Tunics encloſing the Teſtis ; 

But to ſhorten the Matter, and I think that beſt is 
In Afﬀairs of this Kind ; I moſt humbly preſume, 
Ab hiſce premiſſis, that he fairly has Room 

For Dae: infinite, ſince it now ſhewn is 

In pariibus totis one Teſtis or Stone is 


En- 
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Endamag'd ; and hence, that of Courſe, Propagation 
Is in totum impeded, and the main End of Creation 
Obſtructed, for now he no Iſſue can have, 

But fruitleſs and barren his Relict muſt leave, 
Irreparable Loſs ! and the greateſt that can 

J humbly preſume, ever happen to Man ! 


But leaſt I too much on your Lordſhip's good Na- 


ture, 


Should tot Verbis intrude, (cry'd the ne'er ceaſing 


Prater) 


Fil end; having thus laid the whole Truth before 
(Than full of himſelf ſwell'd like Frog in the 858 7. 
As ſure of his Fee, having fo well diſguis'd 

The Truth as he thought, and's own Eloquenee 
Bove Demoſthene's Self ;) when hold! my L 
Vour explaining this Thing cauſes me ſome Super. 
And (tho' in your Science I do not pretend 

In the leaſt to be vers'd, yet) I can't comprehend 
By what Method of Nature this ſame ſtrange Tran- 


ſlat ion 


Of Blood's brought about; or how Coagulation 
3 
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Is conſiſtent, good Sir, with a Paſſage ſo quick 
From the Head to the Tail, who the Maſs is ſo 


thick 1 
Now in order to make this quite plain to the Jury 


The Ten Coagulation mult b'explain'd III 
This Coup imprevu ſo aſtoniſfid our Youth, 
Unus'd to the Ordeal Tryal of Truth; 
That for the firſt Time, he was then ſeen to bluſh, 
And fault'ring, thus broke the general Huſh, 
Why bleſs us! Good Heaven | why what n 
Abſolutely 1 thought I made ev'ry Thing g plain 
But ſince as it ſeems it does not ſo appear 

To theſe Gentlemen, now I'Il do't, ſo pray give Ear, 
Coagulum, Crumus, or bruis d Blood my Lord! 

(For with us Phyſicians it is the ſame Word,) 

Is the Serous or wat'ry Part of the Blood, 


A Colour receiving from ſome that is good, 


Or the Globular Part, am I now underſtood ? 
Now - 
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Now this from the mix d Maſs of Blood is let looſe 

By—” Hold! cries my Lord! why the Court you 

What Coagulation mean Serum! why ſure 25 

You never can think we'll this Inſult endure, 

Here Cryer ! pray take this dull Mortar-Man hence, 

And againſt you next come Sir, pray learn 3 
For you the Defendant, you this Time are clear, 


As the Malice of th' Indictment does plainly appear. 


A Smile roſe in the Court at fo juſt a Decree, 


As at once ſham'd our Doc rok, and ſet the Man free. 


Is 
A 
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To Mira. 


R'ythee Mira! tell me why 


Marriage Joys you thus defy > 
Is it, that you think your Charms 
Are ſecure 'gainſt Time's Alarms ? 
Mira ! know in that fair Face, 
Wrinkles ſoon will claim a Place ; 
Know that Tongue whoſe Syren Strain, 
Pleaſes with ecſtatic Pain, 
Thoſe Eyes, whoſe Luſtre all admire, 
Setting ev'ry. Heart. on Fire, 
Every Charm, and every Grace, 
Muſt at laſt to Time give Place ' 
Vainly then miſtaken Fair ! 


Thou deck'ſt thy Form with ſo much Care; 


47 


F'en 
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Een thy Boſom Friend the Glaſs, 
Warns thee how the Minutes pafs, 
For look again ! and tell me now, 
Do'ſt thou Mira ! younger grow! 
Blooms thy Face, (tho' fair tis true 
As Nature's Pencil ever drew, ) 
With the fame Hebeian Air 

As when in thy ſixteenth You q 
What filent do not lovely Maid 
Be by flatt'ring Fops betray'd ! 
Thus to loſe the precious Hours, 
All-conſuming Time devours, 


Nor let them paſs unheeded by, 


But catch ! ah catch them as they fly J 


Leave too thy mean coquettiſh Arts, 
Baits too weak for Manly Hearts, 
And accept a Swain whoſe Love, 


You and Virtue muſt approve. 


Hit 
Th 
He 
Thi 
An 
Vie 
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To the Same. 


Ither Mira ! hither come 


And taſte with me the Vernal Bloom, 


Here the fragrant Hawthorn blows, 

Here the dappled Pink, and Roſe, 

| Their variegated Sweets diſpenſe, 

| To charm the Eye, and glad the Senſe ; 
Whilſt warbl'ing Birds in Raptures ſing, 
Their glad Pindarics to the Spring: 
Hither come! and thou ſhalt prove 
The matchleſs Joys of mutual Love ; 
Here with all thy heavenly Charms, 
Thou ſhalt bleſs my longing Arms, 
And I will in Return to Thee, 
Yield all my Soul in Ecſtacy. 

E | Talk' ſt 
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Talk' ſt thou of Sin! ah talk not fo 


What Sin can happy Lover's know ? 


Whilſt thus I gaze with wiſhing Eyes, 


Heaving Breaſt, and fervid Sighs, 


If I match the rapt'rous Ks, 
Anticipating mightier Bliſs, 

Where's the wond'rous Crime of this ? 
When I behold thy beauteous Face, 


The Pride and Joy of human Race, 
And ſtraight confeſs that Beauty's Pow'r 


Which I experience ev ry Hour, 


If None beſide thee Good I find, 
None Excellent of all thy Kind, 


And therefore love Thee more than All 
That's circled in this Earthly Ball, 
If this, I fay, a Crime ſhould be, 


Sure never Mortal ſinn'd like Me! 


£4 
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Er r 4 r . e 5 N 
To a young Gentleman, who aſkꝰd 
me, how I could know he was 


in Love 9 


* o U t m how 1 know you ove 

Ah Damon! can an Heart like mine 
That Cupid's Power does daily prove, 

Be at a Loſs it's Symptoms to define; 

Nay tnore, when rifing Friendſhip bids me be 


Attentive to each Change that's wrought in Thee. 


When folded Arms, and downcaſt Eyes, 
Fixt in dull Silence on the Ground, 
When broken Accents, heaving Sighs, 
Declare ſome hidden, deeply heartfelt Wound, 
E 2 The 
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The ſame Diſorder I remark in thee; 


As Damon, when I lov'd, was felt by me. 


When TAR in Converſe as we walk 
To wear the lingring Hours away, 

And all the mighty Dead in Talk 
By Mem'rys Aid recall again to Day, 


Sudden you ſtart, repeat ſome am'rous Strain, 


So Damon, did I uſe, when wearing Cupid's Chain. 


On Friendſhip's Worth when pleas'd we dwell, 
Joyous to urge the generous Theme, rot 
Of Theſes and Pirithols tell. 
And their Examples highly glorious deem, 
Forgetting Friendſhip, on to Love you fly, 


Why Damon, when in Love, juſt ſo did I. 


Ceaſe then to wonder my dear Friend | 


Vr think it ſtrange that I ſhould know 


(Taught 
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(Taught by Experience,) to what End, 
Or from what Source, theſe Myſtick Raptures flow; 
But pardon! if too preſſing I appear, - 


What you'd Conceal, I'd never wiſh to hear. 
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EEC 


On Clarinda. 


1 weeps ! the pearly Shower 
Like that of Morning Dew deſcends, 
Whoſe Chryſtal Drops, the op'ning Flower, 
From Noon Day's Scorching Heat defends, 


Like her had N1ost appear d, 
When weeping Sol's vindictive Blow, 
The God had Beauty's Power rever'd, 
Forgone his Rage, and broke his Bow.. 


But ſee! to Sorrow, Joy ſucceeds, 
And gilds with Smiles her lovely Face ! 
Whilſt Beauty's Canker, Grief recedes, 


And every Charm reſumes it's Place, 


Re 
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& So the bright God who rules the Day, 
Rietires at Ev'n from Mortals Sight ; 
That the next Morn's returnin g Day, 


May by Privation ſeem more bright. 


Pokus on 
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On a young Lady with a fine Voice. 


() C eaſe Suadela ! ceaſe to Speak | 


Or humanize the Seraph Sound, 


For Nature is by far too weak, 
To bear the Soul diſſolving Wound. 


In vain we ſtrove tavert the Eap, 
Caught by the Magic of thy Tongue, 
Spite of ourſelves compell'd to hear, 


We wonder, love, and are Undone. 
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The Sloe-Ey'd Maid. 
A Paſtoral. 3 s 


7” W O Shepherd Swains one Evening drove 


| their Sheep, 
To feed at Pleaſure on a flow'ry Steep, 


And whilſt they fate to watch their fleecy Care, 


Each other to a tuneful Conteſt dare, 


The Theme, the Praiſes of their favourite Fair: 
'Twas youthful Colin firſt the Song eſſay d, 
Who fair Eliza's Vaſſal bow'd, twas ſaid, 


* 


By Nymphs, and Shepherds calld the Sloe-ey' | 
hos Maid. 


Colin. 
To ſpeak El:za's Worth ch Attempt how vain ! 


How much ſurpaſſing every rural Strain ! 


| Yet will I not decline the pleaſing Taſk, 


Let her but ſmile, tis all the Praiſe I aſk ; 


Tune- 
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Tuneleſs my Pipe, and homely tho my Strain, 
Tl ſing my Charmer to the liſt ning Plain, 

For could I ſtrike fam d Ampbion s magic Lyre, 
'Tis She alone my Numbers ſhould inſpire ; 
Then laugh ye Criticks ! Colin undiſmay'd, 
Shall ſing the Beauties of his Sloe-ey'd Maid. 


Dapbnis. 
Me laughing Chloe wounds, a ſprightly Fair ! 


Who decks with freſh Jonquills her Flaxen Hair ; 


The lovely Wanton firſt ſubdu'd my Heart, 

The laſt Sheep-ſhearing, when about to part, 

In wanton Play ſhe hid my Hazel Crook, 

And ſmil'd to ſee me for the Trifle look : 

She's like a Goddeſs by our Youths obey'd, 

Nor boaſts leſs Beauties than thy Sloe-ey'd Maid. 


Colin. 


II 
f 


7 A» A 
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Colin. 

Fair is thy Chloe, Daphnis ! all agree, 
| But outward Charms can never conquer me. 
| Elza's Soul replete with every Grace, 

Adds double Luſtre to her lovely Face, 

Tho on her Check the dimpled Smile is ſeen, 

Yet Prudence ſpreads an Awe thro'out her Mien ; 
In Life's each Act, to Virtue's Laws ſubdu'd, 


| Free yet not light, tho modeſt not a Prude ; 


All muſt admire, none ever could upbraid 


The faultleſs Conduct of my Sloe-ey'd Maid. 


Daphnzs. 
My charming Fair loves me, and me alone, 
Nor does ſhe bluſh the gentle Flame to own : 
Nor Miſer-like will from her Daphns keep, 


The fragrant Treaſures of her roſy Lip; 
Her Milk-white Hand is mine at will to kiſs, 


Nor does ſhe coyly bar the balmy Bliſs, 
No 
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No Frown her lovely Face does e'er invade, 


So kind, ſo gentle, is thy Sloe-ey'd Maid? 


Colin. 
Dapbnis thy Fate I own is ſmooth and fair, 
Bleſt are thy Days, thy Moments happy are, 


Whilſt unconſtrain'd at Pleaſure thou may ſt prove, ; 


The bliſsful Trifles of a real Love. 

Not ſuch my Lot! tho fair Eliza deigns 

To ſmile complacent, on a Lover's Pains ; 
Yet durſt I not a Lover's Freedoms plead, 


So ſtrictly virtuous is my Sloe-ey'd Maid. 


Dapbnis. 
' No Pedant-Form my Chloe's Paſſion rules, 
Scorn'd by the Wiſe, and made alone for Fools! 


Like Heaven, her Bleſſings ſhe delights to ſhare, 


And kindly heals a Lover's anxious Care. 


When 5 
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When laſt I met her on the flow'ry Lawn, 

Where all the Nymphs and Swains together drawn 
The Harveſt kept, — this Riband, — See! * 
Smiling ſhe toſt, there, Daphnzs, that's for You ! 
Wear it whilſt Cloe to thy Flame is true, 

Cloſe to my Heart the precious Pledge I preſt, 
And wear it ſtill a Trophy on my Breaſt. 

Tho Prudes may frown, and Libertines dare: 
Chloe contemns them with a conſcious Pride; 


No Cenſure meriting, of none afraid, 


Kinder, yet blameleſs, as thy Sloe-ey'd Maid. 


Colin. 
As dancing at a Wake the other Day, 
I aw Eliza fairer than the May, 
Encourag'd by ſome Kindneſs ſhe expreſs'd, 
In rapt'rous Energy her Lips I ſeiz'd, 
And fondly ſtrove to ſteal a balmy Kiſs, 
When frowning, thus ſhe dampt th' expected Bliſs, 


Shepherd 
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Shepherd forbear ! thy Inſolence give o'er, 
Nor dare intrude where Virtue guards the Door 
Thus ſhe, abaſh'd I hung my guilty Head, 
Aw'd by the Prudence of my Sloe-ey'd Maid. 


Dapbnis. 


Thou fooliſh Swain ! and can'ſt thou tamely bear, 


To bow the Slave of ſuch an haughty Fair. 
Reject her Yoke, a kinder Nymph purſue, R 
Who ſtill preſerves the pleaſing Art in View. Þ 
Believe me, Colin, there are none ſo cold, 
That long againſt the am'rous Joy can hold, ( 


Their flutt'ring Hearts and ſparkling Eyes reply, | 
Tho'Modeſty may bid their Tongues deny. 
Then haſte to Phillis, in yon Poplar Shade, 

And in her Arms forget thy Sloe-ey'd Maid. 


Col In. 


oy 
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Colin, 
Ah Daphms, no! too firm within my Heart 
Her Image reigns thence never to depart : 
Firſt ſhall yon bubl'ing Fountain ceaſe to flow, 
To bleat our Lambkins, or our Herds to low, 
In Spring's ſoft Garb be hoary Wikizer clad, 
And May's gay Month with Icicles look ſad, 
The feather d Tenants quit their leafy Groves, 
Forego their warbling, and forego their Loves, 
Nature confus'd, in wild Diſorder ſtray, 
The humid Weſt glow with the riſing Day, 
One Univerſal Change thro” all ſucceed, 
Ere Colin ſhall forget his Sloe-ey'd Maid. 
| Dapbnis. 
Forgive me, Shepherd! if my Words offend, 
Or wound the tender Boſom of my Friend: 
Iwas Love of thee firſt urg'd to what J ſaid, 
Then let that Love thy Daphnis” Pardon plead ! 
And 


64 Polis on 


And ſee ! our Flocks have left the cooling Spring, 
In yonder Buſh I hear the Blackbird ſing, RM 

1 he length'ned Shades proclaim retiring Day, 
And warn the Shepherds and their Sheep away ; 
Damp fall the Dews, then homeward let us haſte, 
And with ſoft Sleep repair the Labours paſt. 
Shepherd adieu! may Heaven thy Wiſhes ſpeed, 
And bleſs young Colin with his Sloe-ey'd Maid. 


| 
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To Eliza F 


EK LIZ A! deareſt of thy Kind 

By whatſoever Name deſign'd, 
Now Arabel, or Chloe now, 
To thee was breath'd the fervent Vow : 
For thee was tun'd each gentle Strain, 
For thee fad Colin told his Pain, 
When plaining Mira's cold a 


Ihen doubt no longer, lovely F air ! 


] hat thou art Colin's chiefeſt Care. 1 
No other Theme than you can pleaſe, | 
No Smiles but thine can give him Eaſe ; 1 


Nor deem unfitting, that my Muſe 
Another Name than thine did uſe: 


F For 
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For thus their Phæbus, Poets call 
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By various Titles, yet do all 


Agree the glorious God to own, 


Prime Source of Light and Verſe, alone ; 


His radiant Siſter too we ſee, 

Phæbe, Diana, Hecate, 

Each Appellation given to ſhew 
Her Pow'r above, on Earth, below ; 
Yet ſtill the Goddeſs ſhines as bright, 
As glorious beams her Silver Light ; 
Nay, oft one Sex's Name we find, 
Expreſs alike each diff rent Kind; 


Vet who ſo dull as not to prove ; 


Your's only fram'd for Joy and Love. 


But now enough for all Diſguiſe ! 


No longer I'll conceal the Prize, 


Indulge 
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Indulgent Fate and vou beſtow, 


Confirm'd your happy Poet now ! 
Then take this Tribute ere I part, 
This Tribute of a faithful Heart; 


And when to diſtant Climates born, 0 


From whence I never may return, ( 
Permit no ſacrilegious Breath 
To blaſt this Chaplet I bequeath ; 

This Chaplet vow'd to Love and Thee, 
Sweet Miſtreſs of my Deſtiny | 
And if the Gods permit once more, 
Your Bard 8 view his Native Shore, 
Of thee I'll fing the livelong Day, 
Till liſt ning Nature catch the Lay, 


And thro' her various Works reſound, 


Eliza's Name, delightful Sound! 
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Eliza's Name in every Line, 

El:za's Name, ſhall deathleſs ſhine ! 
And make my future Strains divine. 
And when the ſnarling Herd deride, 
Eliza pleas'd ! ſhall be my Pride. 
Eliza pleas'd ! my happy Plea, 

And Envy's Self confounded flee. 


A Can- 


0:2 


Th 


An 


Ur 
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FE 


A Cantata. 
Taken from the Song of Solomon. 


Recitativo. 
T was when from the Ocean's Azure Breaſt, 
Diſdaining Reſt, 
The World's Illuminator roſe, 
Shook off Repoſe, 


And fally'd, clad in Light, from his bright Cham- 
: bers in the Eaſt. 


The greateſt Monarch Earth e'er ſaw, 
Unerring Guide in Wiſdom's Law; 
Urged by his mighty Love which knew no Bounds, 
IlÜmpatient ſought the Fair, 
The Cauſe of all his Care, 


1 Thro 
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Thro' all their wonted Haunts, but mourn'd her : 
| | ſtill unfound ; © Nb \ 
Till faint, and weary'd, down he lay'd, 
| va | 
And thus, in Numbers ſoft, addreſt the abſent Maid. 
f 


8 0 0-5. 
Riſe up my Love! my Fair away | 
The Winter's paſt, and all is gay ; 
Again the Silver Hawthorn blooms, 
Again the Zeobyr-finnd Perfumes 
With Fragrance fill the Meadows round, 


And Daiſies paint again the Ground. 


The Linnet now in every Buſh, 

The gaudy Goldfinch, with the Thruſh 
And tow'ring Lark, prepare their I hroats, 

To chaunt their grateful Vernal Notes; 

My Soul grows ſick of thy Delay, 


O!] riſe my Love! and come away. 


How 
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How wond'rous fair my Love does ſeem, 
What ella Beauties round her beam ! 
How bright thou gentle Maid ! appear 
] hy Eyes, leſs bright the Ring-Doves are! 
Amidſt the humble Shrubs below, 
Leſs tall the ſtately Cedars ſhew. 


O! hide thee not my beſt Belov d! 

In rocky Caves, from Sight remov'd, 
For lo! (with balmy Spices ſpread, ) 
Thy Preſence waits my Verdant Bed, 

I mourn ! I mourn ! thy long Delay, 
1hen haſte my Love! my Fair! away. 


< 
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The Power of Wine, | Fa 
Another. 
T 
Recitativo. 
REY to his Grief, and frantic with Deſpair, * 
To Rocks, and Hills, young Damon told his 
Care, D 


In Strains that might have grac'd the Orphan Lyre, 
Whilſt thus he ſung as Anguiſh did inſpire. 


S ©  N 15 


Come thou gentle Cure of Grief ! | I 
End of human Sorrows haſte |! 4 
Give a loveſick Youth Relief a 


From a Life of Mis'ry paſt! 


Stretch 


WW 


Stretch me, where no chearful Light 


| Far remov'd from mortal Sight, 


| Thither bring the baleful Yew, 


ſeveral Occaſions. 


E'er diſpells the awful Gloom! 


Let me ſpend my Days to come. 


There the Cypreſs Garland bind! 
What have 1 with Life to do ? 
Chloe ! Chloe! is unkind. 


Recitativo. 
When from ene ſhady Covert of the Wood, 
Where he conceal'd had ſtood, 
Forth ſtept . venerable Seer 


Bending beneath the Weight of many a Year, 
Agon his Name, who thus the Youth addreſt, 


And with ſoft Council, ſooth'd his tortur'd Breaſt. 


SONG. 
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8 
No more, fond Shepherd! grieve no more ! N. 


Nor thus with fruitleſs Tears deplore, 


But mark what well-experienc'd Age, 
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Shall teach thy Sorrows to aſſuage; 11 


Leave thy whining, 


Sighing, pining, 
To the weak enervate Soul, 


Who ne'er can know, 


The Joys that flow, 
From the generous ſparkling Bowl. 


2. 


See where roſy Bacchus courts thee ! 
Whilſt amidſt a thouſand Sports, he 


Leads, (his wanton Train among, ) 


FCC 
8 age, — 0 4 a" 4 


1 The mimic Dance, and mirthful Song; 
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Ceaſe then whining 
Sighing, Pining, 
Nor more at thy Fate repine | 
For Chloe's Charms, 
And Love's Alarms, 
Loſe all their Force, when ſteep'd in Wine. 


PoRTER 
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PoRTER, a Song in Imitation of a 
favourite One of the Count Sz. 


Germain s. 


C) ! wouldſt thou know what cogent Charms 
Secure my Heart 'gainſt Love's Alarms, 
What kindly Juice the Gods decree, 

To be the Liquor made for Me. 


Whoſe generous Tide to Social Mirth, 
And friendly Union gives the Birth, 
Whoſe Nut brown Hue from Taint is free, 
Such be the Liquor make for Me. 


Which does the Heart of Cares beguile, 
Which makes the Dungeon'd Wretch to ſmile, 
| And 
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; ſeveral Occaſions. 


And Sorrow's Face to ſhine with Glee, 


Such be the Liquor made for Me. 


From hence ye Tavern Fops retire ! 
Who Liquors only dear admire, | 
Your coſtly Slops untaſted be, 
More genial Porter's made for Me. 


Mira, 
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Mira, Another. 


Mira comes! ye Swains ſhe's here, 


Whoſe Preſence glads the drooping Year, 


In rural Notes her Pity move, 
And ſing the hapleſs Colin's Love. 


But well the beauteous Charmer knows, 
That Conqueſts riſe where er ſhe goes, 
Then ceaſe that Strain, and ſtrike anew, 
And tell her that he'll e er be true. 


Yet that is needleſs, for her Eyes 


When once they make an Heart their Prize, 
| | = Bd mildly bind, ſo ſweetly chain 
1 Y That Freedom's Self becomes a Pain. 


it = I Peace 


ſeveral Occafions. 


Peace then, nor too officious ſhew, 


The Fair what ſhe muſt quickly know, | 5 
My Looks, my Sighs, will plainly tell 


That Colin loves, alas! too well. 


Clariſſa 
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Secm grating and harſh to my Ear, 


SCN NC RC XC 


Clariſſa, Another. 


E Arewell ye green Banks, and cool Streams, 
Where Strephon, the wanton, and gay 0 
Was us ' d, (cer Affliction he knew) | 
In Sports for to revell all Day. 22 ; 


For now, fince Clariſſas Diſdain 
Has taught me to ſigh and deſpair, © 
No more have thoſe Places a Charm, 


To make them ſeem worthy my Care. 1 


The Birds, that with Melody ſoft, 
Fill each other Soul with Delight, 


And the Beauties of Day dark as Night. 
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* If wand ring ſometimes o'er the Mead, 


My Eye meets perchance with a Place, 
Where Clariſſa and I, have been wont 


Slow Time with ſoft Dalliance to chace. 


O'er my Face a pale Horror is ſpread, 
And my fault ring Feet ſcarce can move, 
Ye Gods! bid my Being to ceaſe, 
Or inſpire Clariſſa with Love. 


Oh whitker too eredulous Fair ! 
From a Swain fo ſincere do'ſt thou fly, 
To liſten to Damon's falſe Tale, 
| Whol repay all thy Love with a Lye. 


N 


Are the numerous Herds he can boaſt, 
Incentives to follow his Fate? 
Oh turn thee ! of Love the moſt pure, 
A Stock I can boaſt far more great. 
G | Come 
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Come haſte thee then back to a Swain, ax 

Who dyes till thy wiſh'd-for Return, 
Thy Flock want thy provident Care, 

And e'en Tray thy long Abfence does mourn. 

Ir 

What means this unuſual Joy : 

All Nature revives with Delight ! 
Clariſſa returns, hence my Cares 


I give Ye to Chaos and Night. 


Woman 
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Woman, Another. 


In Imitation of a favourite Song, 
ſung by Mifs Norris, in the 
Chaplet. 


% is ev'ry fond Endeavour, 
To conceal the Lover's Pain, 
For our Eyes betray us ever, 
When we leaſt ſuſpect they mean. 


+ * 


When the dear Enchantreſs near us, 


In the Pride of blooming Youth, > : 
Rebel Sighs, that ſtruggling tear us, 
Speak too plain ! the Heartfelt Truth. 
G 2 | Man, 
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Man, the boaſted Lord of Reaſon, 
Vainly hopes to ſhun the Toil, 
And repenting, ſoon his Treaſon, 


Meets his Ruin in a Smlle. 


Soon will Freedom's tranſient Treaſure, 
Fleeting, damp the Joys it gave, 
Woman's form'd to reign at Pleaſure, 


Lordly Man to be her Slave. 


Arabell 


ll 


Arabell, Another. 


8 of unerring Fate 


Gentle Parce ! deign to tell, 


When will ceaſe the cauſeleſs Hate 


Of the Cruel. Arabell 2 


See ! Propitious to my Pray'rs, 
They unfold the myſtick Roll, 


| Whence this ſighing, whence theſe Tears, 


O my too prophetic Soul ! 


Mortal ! thus thy Fate decrees, 
Vainly thou eſſay'ſt to pleaſe, 
Vainly do'ſt thou weep and ſue, 
Tho' thy Love's ſincere and true, 
Arabell can ne' er be thine, 


Thus decrees the Roll divine. 
G 3 - hs 
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The Art 25 COUP: Another, 


Hen Chloris ſees her Strephon nigh, 
With cringing Bow, and bended Eye, 
The Suppliant Wretch a Fool appears, 
And Laughter pays him for his Tears. 


But if with free and dauntleſs Air, 
The Sprightly Vouth aſſails the Fair, 
Her Breaſt will Sympathetic burn, 


And own Love's Influence in it's turn. 


Let then, ye Swains ! Experience teach, 


Nor longer whiningly beſeech, 
But vigr ouſly the Nymph aſſail, 


Secure that this will never fai! 


The 
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* ELENA NENA ENA 


1 The Conſtant, Another. 


E Swains who from Beauty to Beauty (till range, 


And are fond of each empty Pretence to a 
Change, 


Ah! did ye but know the dear Charmer 1 love, 


—— 


You'd ſwear twas the greateſt of Slay'ry's to rove. 


Is the Bloom of a Face what your Fancys require ? 


Then look on my Fair and ſee what you defire ! 
Or do you prefer the bright Charms of your Mind ? 


In her Soul all that's noble and vertuous you'll find. 


Will Softneſs delight you ? leſs gentle the Dove 1 

When it cooing replies to the Coo of it's Love, tf 

Or are you more pleas'd with a grandeur of Mien e - [| 

Then Pallas Image in Mira is ſeen. | 1 
- N | G 4 When 
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When bury d in Care, or deſponding with Grief, 


Do you ſigh for ſoft Harmony's gentle Relief ? 


In the Charms of her Voice every Care is forgot, 


While the Heart bounds with Rapture and pants to 
1 | | each Note. 


Such ſuch js ye Royers ! the Nymph I adore, 
Poſleſs'd of. each Bleſſing, what can L have more 
Say then, do you wonder if Conſtant ] prove 
When I find tis the greateſt of Slav'ry's to rove ? 


ſeveral Occaſions. 89 
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The contented Heart, Another. 


MAVeart! my Heart my wand ring Heart! 
& Where fo idly dos't thou ſtray ? 
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In whatſoever Place thou art 


* 2 acts Go <a ets 
3 — 


Come thou Wand' rer come away: 


; 
4 
. 
f 
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—— — 


My idle Heart thus anſwer'd me, 
Ceaſe this needleſs Search and Toil ! 


* 1 —e— 
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What groundleſs Fear perplexes thee ? 
Tm with Chloe all this while! 
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; 
Farewell! farewell! if there thou art, | 


For ever thou art dead to me ! 
And now, thou fooliſh wand'ring Heart ! 
Thou haſt loſt thy Liberty. . 
e 8 If | 


Ela, 


Porms on 


Nor wiſh again for to be free, 
Dye with her, than live with thee. 


EH fo, with Joy my Chain T'l wear, 
Fd rather (ſhe's ſo kind !) I ſwear, 
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FFC 


Eliza, Another. 


Alla faireſt on the Plains! 
Made every Heart her own, 
Fill'd every Breaſt with laſting Pains, 


But Quiet gave to none. 


Long had the haughty Victreſs reign'd, 
Supreme o'er Beauty's Realm, 


When a gay Youth, who Love disdain'd 


Depos'd her from the Helm. 


On him She fix'd her killing Eye, 
And thought her Prize ſecure, 


But ah ! too long Security, 


Had made the Nymph too ſure. k 
| Amidit 
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Amigſt the various Arts ſhe try d, 
Th' eſſential ſhe forgot, 
Thus, whilſt ten Thouſand others dy' d 


He only, Bowed not. 


Twas not a Smile, ar jaunty Air, 
That could his Heart o'ercome, 
Her only he accounted Fair, 
Who glow'd with Virtues Bloom. 


Enrag'd her bafff'd Schemes ſhe ſaw, 
Nor could her Rage contain, 

That ſhe who gave all others Law, 
Herſelf ſhould wear a Chain. 


Abaſh'd, o'ercome, ſhe left her T 8 
And fled the flowery Mead, 
The Shepherds then agreed to Crown, 
Eliga in her Stead. 


3 


And 


Ar 


Thyrfis 


ſeveral Occaſions. 


* 
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bolt: 


And now, the milder Empreſs reigns, 
By Nymphs and Swains careſs'd, 


Unrivall'd Miſtreſs of the Plains, 
Admir'd, obey'd and bleſt, 
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Thyrſis and Chloe, Another. | n 


Oung Thyr/is the Sprightly, lov'd Chloe the fair, 
But lov'd with Diſcretion not figh'd in Deſ- 


p 
He knew ſhe was Handſome, acknowledged her ſo, 


But had ſworn that a Slave to no Female he'd bow. 


Declare my Dear Chloe ! Undaunted he cry'd, 
May Thyrfis e er hope for to make you his Bride, 
With Raptures unfeigned, my Boſom does glow, 


But I've Sworn that a Slave to no Female Id bow. 


Diſcard then th' Affected diſdain of your Sex, 
An Art, which at beſt, does but ſerve to perplex, 
And ſay, can you love me ? if not: be it fo! 


For I ſwear that a Slave to no Female II Bow. 


The 
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The Nymph red ned deep at his aneh Addreſs, 


A To 


Nor the leaſt, for her Part ! at his meaning could 
| What to her his Reſolves pray? or whether or _ 


He had ſworn that a Slave to no Female he'd bow. 


But ſeeing the Shepherd about to depart, 
She felt Love in a Kiſs gently ſteal to her Heart, 


And Trembling all o'er could ſcarce ſtammer 2 


To the Youth, who a Slave to no Female would Mein 


Young Thyrfis who knew each Detour of the Fair, 
Led on to the Church, her Confuſion to ſpare, 
Where in Hymens ſoft Chains they were fettered and 


The mutual Slaves of each other they bow. "Mut 
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The lighted Maid, Another. 1 


Ndone by ill requited Love, 
And baſe Ingratitude, 
The Pangs of fell Deſpair I prove, 


Than Winters Breath more rude. 


How canſt thou Oh ! ungentle Youth, 
Thus cruelly Deſpiſe 

A Heart which pants with ſpotleſs Trath, 
Thy fatal Beauty's Prize. 


Am] to blame, if when I view, 


1 Sol's bright Meridan Ray, 
] | Warm'd by his Beams, (as Others do,) 
| I love the genial Day, 


* 


ſeveral Occaſions. 


Forbear then longer to conceal, I. 
From my expecting Eyes, 
T hy Beauties with, Indifference, Vet 

Or lo! thy Victim Dies. 


— 


Reſume thoſe ſoft endearing Charms, 
Which erſt around thee glow'd, 
And taſte in my encircling Arms, 


The Joy; of Joy beſtow'd. 


ar 


H A Drink= 


A Drinking Soi; 


Eid Wor? tf; 


Reat Bacchus Patron of ary « Vine, 


1 


We due Libation pay. 


By Wine the drooping Spirits chear d, 
Confeſs the potent Good, 


33 
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Whilſt thus to thee in generous 
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Wine, 


And Wit thro —_ Clime rever'd, 
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Sprang from 


Wines generous ide ra Such Mink, . 
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Invites the friendly Robend, 2 
And gives the pleaſing nid Birth, 


"0 


Where no Difſention's found. 
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ſeveral Occaſorts. . 991 

The Youth'who bends to ſome proud Fair, - 

Elate with Beauty's pride, | 

By wine inſpir d can boldly dare. 
Nor longer he deny d. 


The lovely Miſtreſs of his Fate, 1 01 
More pliant made by thee, 


Foregoes her borrow'd Pomp and _ 


And Loves _ with B Fi 
The Slave amidſt his | Whips and Chang, | 
Defies the Tyrant's Power. . 
And ſtrong i in Wine forgets] his Pains, 
To taſte the genial Hour. 
Thus in Life's each Purſuit to thee, | 
The wiſh' d Succeſs we owe, | 
Wit, F riendſhip, Love and Liberty, 
Thou doſt alike beſtow. | 
| H 2 | Chic 
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Odes of HORACE tranſlated. 
Ode IV. Book I. 
vu To Lucius Sextus. 


Solvitur acris Hyems, &c, 


Jo W from the Winter's dreary Chain, 
With glad Viciflitude, the Spring 
And mild Favonius free the Plain, 


Again to Sea with huge Machines 
The laid-2% Ships we bring. 


No more the bleating Flocks delight 

1 Within the narrow Pens to lie, 

| | The Hind forſakes his Fire's clear Light, 
[ A Nor-more our Fields with -hoary Froſt 
| | 1 | 0 Aſſume a filver Dye. 


i. - 


Now ]) 
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Now Venus, with her youthful Band, 
(Whilſt overhead the Queen of Night 
Refulgent ſhines ;) dance Hand i in Hand, 
With whom in equal Meaſure join 
The Nymphs, and Graces bright. 


Whilſt fiery V. ulcan heats again 
The horrid Cyolops flaming Stoves ! 
With Myrtles now it Joys the Swain, 


His freſh-trimm' d Lak to deck, or Flow rs 


From the new-teeming Groves. 


Or at the ſtated Time, to lead 
Within the Foreſt's. dark Receſs, 
A firſtling Lamb, or tener Kid, 
To immolate at Faunus Rites, 


For the -young Flock's Succeſs. 


H 3 Pale 
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Pale Death, firikes with an equal Blow, a 
The Monarchs Throne, and Beggar's s Cot, 
And lays the ſtately Palace ee 


The ficred Reſidence of Kings ! 
In common with the Hut. 


The little * 2 d, my Friend! 
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For ſoon thou lt ſink to endleſs Night, 
And Pluto's dark Domain explore; 
Where Manes dwell, as Poets write, 
Nor there, by mirthful Lots be choſe, 

T he Banquet's Chieftain more, 
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ſeveral Occaſions. 
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With Beauties charm = gazing Eye. 

|, Sweet Boy}! whom now tlie! Youths adore, 
For whom whenipen q into Man | 
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Ode XXII. of a - Book. E. 
To Chbee. 


Vi jtas 1 oy me ſimilis, &c. 
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HL OF ! why thus with falſe Alarms, 
And needleſs Fears, do'ft fly my Arms ? 
1 Swifter than does the tim tous Hind, 

O'er cxagay 1 Rocks, it's Dam to find, 
Whom, every Boug gh, and every Spray, | 
That caſts a Shade, or charts! its Way, 

Or whiſpers with the fanning Ar 
Leaves panting, and half dead with Fear. 


To court, not harm thee, J purſue, 


As Wolves, or hungry Lyons do. 
ö 1 Nor Wolf, nor hungry Lyon I! 
1 is Love my dear! tis Love, you fly. 


FTP, 6 3 


1 Then 
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ſeveral Occaſions. 


Then ſummon Reaſon to thy Aid, 


And ſoon, my pretty ſkittiſh Maid ! 


Conſcious that you are now too old, 


By Mama's Pow'r to be controul'd, 
| You'll ſpurn the Rod, forſake her Side 


Be ſeen, be lov'd, and made a Bride. 
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Myrrh to feed the e grateful Base, 


Ode XXX: -of the fame Book, 
; To Penis. * 4 ; ; 


t 1 


Venus! Regina cu, 85 


A 
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NIDIAN Goddefs ! ! Papbian Queen 
© Leave the much-lov'd Cyprian Scene, 
Venus] haſte to yonder Grove, 
By Giycera ras d to thee Soy Love, . 
On the Alta ther a lays, | 2 « : 7 


And invokes th many a Pray” r, 

Thy celeſtial Preſence there; 

With thee lead thy blooming Boy, 

Beauty's Offspring! Child of Joy! 

Thither let the Graces haſte, 

With flowing Hair, and Zone unbrac'd, 
Nor 
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Nor Soul-perſuaſive Orat ry. 
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(Yet cold and taſteleſs w 
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t the Nymphs be left behind. 


ſeveral 
Nor Youth, to Lovers ever kind, 
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Ode II. Book II. 
To C. Salluſtius Oriſpus. 
On the Contempt of Riches. 
Nullus argento Color, &c. 


O Splendour has the golden Vein 

: O Salluſt Criſpus ! in itſelf, 
Juſtly thou therefore may'ſt diſdain, 
The meanly Earth-embowell'd Pelf, 
If not apply'd aright. 


Long will great Proculeius crown'd 
With happy Age prolong his Years, 
For his fraternal Love renown'd ; 


Him, Fame immortal, tow'ring bears 


On her ne'er drooping Wing. 


l | More 
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„ue glorious will thy Triumph be. 
A Soul ambitious to ſubdue, 
Than if the Libyan Shore, we ſee 
To diſtant Gades brought, by thee, 
And either Carthage join d. 


The Wretch, whom wat'ry Dropſies fill, 
Ne'er within Bounds confines his 'Thirſt, 
Till the dire Cauſe of all his MW: 

From forth the turgid Veſſels burſt, 


And free th' emaciate Corps. 


Phraates to great Cyrus' Throne 
Reſtor'd, the People happy deem; 
But Virtue don't the Title own, 

By whom were taught how falſe a Name, 

The giddy Crowd confer. | 2 
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That Empire and the Diadem, 
Or Lawrel, can ſecurely crown '' 
The worthy Brow alone of them, 
Who with indifferent Eyes look down 


On Heaps accumulate. 
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Ode III. of the ame Book. 
To Delius. ; 


FD quam | memento ſervare, &c. 


£ 


1 RO all the adverſe Turns of Fate, 


Remember, Delius ! to maintain . 
An equal Mind ; nor if thou! rt great, 
Be proud, or infolently vain. 


Obnoxious ill to Death, 


Whether to dreary Grief a Prey, 


In Tears thou wear N yay thy Life 
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Or in ſome Grove remote, the Day 
Do'ſt ſpend i in F caſts, and W Strife, 
Quaffing choice Falcrn Wines. 
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Where the tall Pine; and Poplar white, 
In am'rous Union blend their Boughs, 


And with their friendly Shade delight, 
Whilſt a clear Rill, meandring flows, 


In Murmurs by thy Side. 


Haſte then, my Friend ! and bid them bring 
The' Mode Perfumes, and chearin * Wines, 
And the gay Roſe, ſweet Child of Spring ! 
Whilſt yet thy Thread the Parce twine, 
And Time and Vouth permit. 


10 


For ſoon thy Houſe and coſtly Woods, 


Thou to another muſt reſign, 

And Villa, waſſu d by Tyber's F loods, 
And all this beapd-up Wealth of thine 
To Joy a future Heir. 


ſeotfal Octaftons. 113 


Act Rich f or do'ſt thou owe thy Riſe 


To great Inachus ? antient Name 


Or ly'ſt beneath inclement Skies N 
Of Lineage mean ! tis all the ſame 
No Victim Orcus ſpares. 
T o the ſanie common End all move; 
The Urn is turn'd, and ſoon or late 
The Lot will rife, and we ſhall prove 
Eternal Exile for our Fate; 
And the Boat waft us o'er. 
8 | N 
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Ode XVI. of the ſame Book. 
The Charms of Eaſe. 


Otium Dios rogat, &c 


AUGHT in the wide Ægean Main, | | 

When fable Clouds obſcure the Moon, 
And not one kindly Star is ſeen, 
Retirement! is the wiſh d for Boon, 
The Pilot aſks the Gods. 


The warlike Thrac:an ſues for Eaſe, 
Tho' a with Laurels from the Fight, 
Nor can his gaudy Quiver . 
The Parthian, (terrible in Flight!) 
If Quiet is deny'd. 


Quiel 
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J Niet! which neither Gems can buy, . be 
Nor Cheſts of hoarded Gold procure, 
Tis not the Royal Tyrian Dye, 

Nor Dignity, nor Wealth, enſure 
This Bleſſing to the Mind. 


In vain officious Lictors wait 
To clear the purpled Conſul's Way, 
Cares! which ſtill hover round the Great, 
Force on with a reſiſtleſs Sway, 
And charge his inmoſt Soul. 


Pleasd with a little, lives the Swain, 
Whoſe Board the fame plain Veſſels grace 


As did his Sires ; exempt from Pain, 
Sleep in his Eye ſtill nds a Place, 
By no rude Care diſturb'd. 
1 2 Why 
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Why thus, within the narrow Lot 
Aſſign d to Life by Nature's Law, 
Do we, as tho' we had forgot 
Our Doom, fond Schemes attempt to draw 
Of vaſt Eternity ? 


Why do we thus, with reſtleſs Change, 
Nations as yet unknown explore, 
Why thus, thro' various Climates range, 
Eager to tread the diſtant Shore, 


= 


Warm'd by another Sun ? 


For does the wretched Exul leave 
The Sorrow-wounded Soul behind ? 
Ah no! we there ourſelves deceive, 


For in the Deſarts, ſtill we find 


The Paſſions reign fupreme. 


The 
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The brazen-fenced Veſſel's Prow 
They climb, and ſwifter than the Hind, 
Or nimble Steed, away they go! 
Or than the Clouds before the Wind, 
To ſeize their deſtin'd Prey. 


The Man who's eaſy in his Mind, 
Enjoys the preſent Hour that ſmiles, 
Nor anxious for what's left behind, 
With Mirth he every Care beguiles. 
No Man's compleatly bleſt l 


For in the midſt of all his Pride, 


A Victim to remorſeleſs Fate 
Achilles fell ; and tho' a Bride ; 
Celeſtial, Tithon boaſts, a Weight 


Of helpleſs Age he mourns. - 


I 3 SO 
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So the ſame Fate perhaps to thee 
May ſoon a dreadful Summons ſend, 
Which a long Term of Years to me, 
By it's all-ruling Power may lend, 
WE To lengthen out my Date. 


To thee, indulgent Fortune yields, 
Of Flocks and Herds, a num'rous Store, 


The Flow'r of fair Sicilia's Fields! 


By well-train'd Steeds thy Car 1s bore, 
Thy Limbs in Purple clad. 


Nor has ſhe me regardleſs paſt, 
A little Spot of Ground ſhe gave, 
In Poetry a middling Taſte, 
Theſe Bleſſings I from Fortune have, 


And to contemn the Croud. 
, Ode 
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Ode IX Book III Imitated. 
The Am'rous Quarrel. 


Donec eram gratus, &c. 


Damon. 


Hen Chloe ! I below d by thee, 75 
Reclin'd at Eaſe upon thy Breaſt, 
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E'en Monarchs were but mean to me, 


No Mortals Cer was half ſo bleſt ! 
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And Damon when thy Heart ſincere, 


id wear no other Chain than mine, 
Then Helen's Charms unenvy'd were, 


Nor leſs than her did Chloe ſhine. 
14 | Damon 
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Damon. 
But now the lovely Phillis reigns 
Unrivall'd Miſtreſs of my Heart! 


With Joy I wear her milder Chains, 
Well ſkill'd in eyery pleaſing Art. 


Chloe. 


Nor leſs Alexis lovely Boy! 
Endow'd with every manly Grace, 
Does fill my fluttering Heart with Joy, 
When lock'd within his ſoft Embrace. 


Damon. 


For her a thouſand Deaths I'd die, 
How happy ! if that Sacrifice 


Might from the Fates a Reſpite buy, 
And ſave a Life I fo much prize, 
Il Ke Cölce. 


ſeyeral Occaſions. 


Chloe. 


From Harms my much lov'd Youth to free, 


With Joy ten thouſand Deaths I'd prove, 
For what has Life in Store for me, 


Depriv'd of him I ſo much love. 


Damon. 


But what, if former Love return, 
And breaking wanton Ph:/hs Chain, 
For thee again ſhould Damon burn, 


To Chlce ſue for Love again ? 


Chloe. 


Then, tho' more fair than Noon-day Lizht 
Alexis is, and thou than Air 

More fleeting, his fond Love I'd flight, 
And you alone my Heart ſhould ſhare. 
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Ves Shepherd! ſhould you conſtant prove, 
And burn with equal Flame as I, 


Contented in my Damor's Love, 


With thee I'd live ! with thee T'd dye. 
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Ode II of the Epos, 
In Praiſe of a Country Life. 


Beatus ille qui procul, &c. 


T TAppy the Man! from buſy Cares who free, 
| And the baſe Arts of ſordid Uſury, 
Does like the antient Race of Mortals live, 
Contented with what Heaven and Nature oive, 
The little Spot of Ground which was his Sire's, 
With his awn Steers he tills, nor more requires, 
Him, nor the Trumpet's noiſy Din alarms, 
Nor Neptune's hoſtile Flood, nor bloody Arms; 
Carefull he ſhuns the Forums noiſy round, 
- dtudious of Eaſe; nor is he ever found 
Acringing Suitor at a great Man's Gate, 
But buſy'd ſtill in Cares that ſuit his State, 
| Round 
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Round the tall Poplar's friendly Height he twines W 
The ſpreading Tendrils of the leafy Vines (H. 
And if an uſeleſs ſapleſs Branch he ſpies, 

His crooked Knife a longer Stay denies, 

And a more fertile Graft it's Place ſupplies. 
Or pleas'd he views his lowing Cattle feed 

In the low Vale, or crop the flow'ry Mead ; 
Or from the yellow Comb extracts with Glee, 
The grateful Labours of the buſy Bee. 

Which freed from drofs, he carefully ſets by 


In cleanly Jars, a future Feaſt's Supply; 
Or from their fleecy Load his Flocks he frees, 
At once his Profit, and his Lamblkin's Eaſe. | | | 
And when Autumnus, ſhedding Plenty round, 
Rears his fair Head, with fragrant Apples crown'd, 
The choiceſt Pears his Garden boaſts he culls, 
Or the ripe Grapes in purple Cluſters pulls, 
Which 
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Which to thee Faunus | thee Sylvanus ! too, 


(His Bound'ries Guardians,) he preſents as due. 


Now at his Eaſe, beneath his Orchard's Shade, 
On the ſmooth Lawn his weary'd Limbs are laid. 
Amidſt the Boughs the tuneful Woodland I hrong 
In artleſs Numbers urge the Sylvan Song; 

Whilſt from a neighb' ring Hill in Cadence ſweet, 
A cooling Stream falls bubb'ling at his Feet, 

Or by his Side a Wim king Riv'let flows, 

A foft Incentive to a calm Repoſe. 

And now ſhould wintry Jove deſcend in Rain, 

Or ſpread his ſnowy Mantle o'er the Plain, 

With merry Notes he leads the full mouth'd Pack, 
On the fierce Boar, and drives him headlong back, 
Where artful Gins entrap him as he flies, 


And midſt the Toils th' entangled Savage dies. 
For 
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For the rapacious Thruſh, he ſpreads his Snare, 


The trav'ling Crane, or for the timid Hare, 


Which with a pleaſant Profit pay his Care. 
Who that is not a Foe profeſs'd to Eaſe, _ 
For Gain would barter ſuch Delights as theſe ? . 


But ſhould (with double Bliſs to crown his Liſe,) 


The Gods beſtow ſome chaſte and modeſt Wife, 


Such as of Old from fam'd Sabina came, 

Or the Apuleian Sun-burnt ſwarthy Dame TY 
She in the Houſe her willing Share ſupplies 
Of Toil, ſtill watchful to his Children's Cries ; 
Anon in Heaps, the gather'd Sticks ſhe lays, 
And on the Hearth excites the chearful Blaze, 


Gainſt her good Man comes weary from the Chace. 


Or (eas'd their ſtrutting Dugs,) the tender Flocks 
Safe in the Fold to ſpare his Labour, locks. 


Then 


a a« 


$ 
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Then to prepare the homely Supper haſtes, 

Where frugal Plenty reigns, not rich Repaſts. 

With new preſs'd Wines ſhe ORE the _—_— 
In Maple Cups, the whiteſt of her Hoard ; 

On me would Wan beſtow Delights like theſe, 
Me, nor the Lucrine Oyſters more would pleaſe, 
Nor all the Dainties of the rifled Seas! 
Untouch'd the Carp, the Turbot might remain, 

Nor Turkeys more be at my Table ſeen. 

Nor luſcious Ortolans, nor all the Waſte, 


That Luxury invents tabuſe our Taſte. 


Midſt the Repaſt, what Pleaſure would it be! 
Stretch'd at my Eaſe, my well fed Flocks to ſee, - 
Homewards returning, while with Neck reclin'd 
The weary Ox, clofing the Rear behind, 

Slow o'er the Furrow, drags the clotted Plow 
Revers'd; his daily Labour finiſh'd now. 
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0 
Or to review my Slaves, an healthy Band, 
In decent Order round the Lares ſtand, 


With each his wholſome Luncheon in his Hand. 


Thus ſpake the Uſurer Alpbius, with an Air 
Demurely grave, and feemingly ſincere, 


Charm'd with the Pleaſures of a rural Life 


He means, good Man ! to ſhun all Worldly Strife, 


And with an Air of Truth to grace the Lye, 
Calls in large Sums plac'd out at Uſury, » 
The Month before, with the devout Intent, 


To place them out the next · Cent per Cent. 
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Ode XV. of the Epodes, imitated. 
The Inconſtant. 


Was Noon of Night, and all around was huſh; 
Mute was the warbling Tenant of each Buſh, 
And high enthroned in the Azure Plain, 
Bright Cynthia ſhone, amidſt her Starry Train. 
When in my Arms the fair Caliſta lay, 
Diſſolv'd in Love, and loſt with am'rous Play, 


And while a Reſpit from our Joys we took, [| 
Thus the tos fair, the falſe Enchantreſs ſpoke, ' l 
Witneſs ye Gods | the cry'd, (and fearleſs ſwote | 
The perjur'd Fair by thoſe whom all adore) 
Witneſs thou radiant Queen of N icht ſhe cry d, 
No other e er ſhall call Cali/ta Bride. | 

N K No 
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No other Image in my conſtant Heart, 
Save thine Alexis! ſhall poſſeſs a part, 


Whilſt urg'd by wintry Boreas loudly roar, 


The daſhing Waves upon the rocky \Shore, 
Whilſt thro' the F old, the hungf Wolt ſhall roam, 
In ſearch of Dainties he's deny'd at Home, 
Whilſt Earth, Air, Sea, and Sky remain the ſame, 


So long for thee ſhall burn my ſpotleſs Flame. 


Thus the fair Syren ] while upon her Tongue 
Where more than heaven-enchanting Accents hung, 


I dwelt enamour d, drank large Draughts of Love, 


And thought, fond Shepherd! no 1 to prove, 


Thought the ſame Halcyon Days would « ever laſt, 
And fram'd the Future, equal to the Paſt. 


But ah! too ſoon, by ſad Experience, I 
Learnt all was Woman, all was Fallacy ; 


Scarce 
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Scarce on our Lips had cool'd the parting Kiſs, 
The am'rous Seal, that promis'd future Bliſs, 
When the gay Damon revell'd in her Arms; 
Drank all her Sweets, and rifled all her Charms. 


But know thou happy Swain! where'er thou art, 
Tho now thou triumph'ſt o'er my broken Heart, 
Soon thou wilt prove the ſame diſaſtrous Fate, 
| With all who on the falſe Caliſta wait, | | 

Thrown from the height of Bliſs to black Deſpair, 

Soon thou wilt curſe with me this faithleſs Fair, 

Then in my Turn ſhall I exult again, 

And ſw cet Revenge ſhall lighten every Pain. 
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A New Year's Ole. 
Inſcribed to a Friend. 


\ \ FHILST all my F riend | their annual Tri- 
ä bute pa 
And uſhet in with Gifts the Nn a 


D , 
Whilſt Phæbus Sons do each their Quota bring x 


And ſome for Fame, and ſome for Lucre ſing, 
Tho' I far diſtant in the Courſe am left, 
Alike of Fortune, and of Verſe bereft ; 
Tho' I no ſplendid Off rings can beſtow, 
Or bid harmonious Numbers ſweetly flow, 
Shall I for that forego the votive Strain, 
Or quit inglorious the Poetic Plain? 
No! with the reſt my willing Mite I'll pay, 
And for the Poet's, tune the friendly Lay; 
| "op | 5 Nor 


WH: 


Thy Taſte correcting, what thy Love inſpir d. 
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Nor thou, LoxkNZz O! 10 ſome Hour unfraught 
With better Bus neſs, or with better Thought, 
Shalt ſcorn the Strain; but with a candid Eye, 
In Friendſhip's Mirrour each Default eſpy ; 


Here not the Critic, but the Friend's requir'd, 


How ſhall the Myſe perform her votive Taſk, 
Or what for thee, to ſpeak her Friendſhip, aſk ? 
Shall ſhe a length of Years, Lozznzo! wiſh ? 

Or countleſs Wealth for thee of Heaven beſeech ? 
Shall Vows of ſplendid Greatneſs fill her Pray'r, 
Greatneſs ! the Parent ſtill of endleſs Care ? 

Juſtly might 't thou the venial Song contemn, 


Where more the Flatt'rer than the Friend is ſeen; 


For neither Greatneſs, Riches, Length of Vears, 
Or Life itſelf a firm Duration bears, 
K 3 ED: - nl 


< of — Pe 
WV , a ————_—_— 
cM 
LY 


134 Pokus on 


But at all-pow'rful Death's compulſive Call, 


At once muſt with their lordly Owners fall; 
Since then theſe tranſient Bleſſings ſwiftly fly, 
Shrink from the Graſp, or in th* Employment dye. 


What in the Muſe's Pow'r is left to do, 


Or what LokkNzo mall ſhe aſk for you? 


Contentment be the Boon 


Content which neither Greatneſs can procure, | 
Nor Length c of Years, nor hoarded Wealth ſecure, 
Nor raging Seas, nor boundleſs Oceans croſt 
Can render back this Treaſure when 'tis loſt. 

But where does true Contentment hidden lye, 

In what far Clime, beneath what diſtant Skye! 


In your own Breaſt, my Friend, the Jewel lies, 


And Firtue points thee out the glorious Prize. 


Loudly the calls thee with a Seraps' Voice 
5 Then 
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Then liſ to her from whom the Bleſſing ſprings, 
Liſt whilſt theſe ſacred Truths ſhe ſweetly ſings. 


— 


« Would'ſt aa be Maſter of the pleafing Art, 
To gain Eſteem from ev'ry honeſt Heart, 
With equal Afiiduity avoid, 
The Paths of Meanneſs, and the Flights of Pride. 
True Worth requires no Splendour but it's own, 
And ſtill ſhines brighteſt, when tis plaineſt ſhewn, 
As modeſt Maids in native Beauty dreſt, hh 
Create. Applauſe and Love in ev'ry Breaſt, 
Whilſt painted Vanity we all deteſt. 
So he alone is moſt ſecure to pleaſe, 
Who knows to mingle Dignity with Eaſe ; 
And does alike the Character diſdain, 2 


Of meanly low, or inſolently vain. 
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On true Religion firmly ground your Plan, 
Firſt ſerve your Maker, next your Fellow, Man 
On each Occaſion teach your Heart to view, 
The Race of Men as all ally'd to you, 

And when the Crowd aſſembles to deride, 
Do thou ftill keep on the benignant Side; 

For random Wit, that indiſcreetly flows, 

Is ſtill productive of leſs Friends than Foes ; 
And he who points each Word with Ridicule, 


Often provokes, but ſeldom mends a Fool. 


Envy, that deadlieſt Bane of ſocial Life | 


At once the Parent and the Child of Strife, 


Shun as the Soul's inveterate Diſeaſe, 


That ne'er allows a fingle Moment's Peace; 


And in your Heart if lurking you ſhou'd find, 


Some pois nous Seeds of this dark Weed behind, 


Be't your peculiar Care texpel with Haſte, 
And root the hateful Dxmon from your Breaſt. 
| | * 
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But here a juſt Survey impartial take, 

Nor ſpare one Error for the Pleaſure's Sake, 

Nor yet too ſcrupulouſly oyernice, 

Brand trivial Failings with the Name of Vice, 

In all Extreams or Vice, or F olly's ſeen, 

But tus Diſcernment holds the golden Mean.“ 
Theſe ſacred Truths thus Virtue ſweetly ſings, 

Virtue, from whom each real Bleſſing ſprings, 

Purſue her Dictates, her Advice revere, 

Nor ever of Succeſs, LonExZz0 fear. 

Invariably ſtill her Laws obey, 1 

And follow boldly where ſhe leads the Way; 

Studious to ſteer between the middle Shores, 


do true Contentment ſhall be truly your's, 


O! may ſt thou long that matchleſs Joy poſſeſs, 
A Joy which een Fruition makes not leſs! 
| May 
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May thy each With the with'd Succeſs attend, 
Thus prays the Poet, and thus prays the Friend! 


May never Fortune's Frowns thy Peace invade, 


But thou the darling Care of Heaven be made ! 


And each returning Year unknown to Strife 
Glide on unſully'd thro' the Round of Life. 


N. B. The Author acknowledges himſelf indebted for moſt Part 

5 of the Lines, included within the Comma's, to a Collection 

of Poems call'd the LAuxEL, dedicated to the Night Ho- 
nourable the Earl of Cheter field. 
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EXEENEEALAEXEXENE LE EEXE SLA 


An ODE | 

Compoſed for the Anniverſary of 

the Foundation of the SOBER j 

SOCIETY. * 

Firſt Recitati ve. | 
10 N G from the guilty Earth, 7 
Teeming with every vicious Birth, 

The lovely Goddeſs, fair Sebriety, 
Had urg'd the Flight, and ſought her native Sky. 


Long had the Sons of Virtue mourn'd her Flight, 


But mourn'd in vain, | - 
Till rous'd at length, a generous Few unite 


To break the Chain, 
And 


A Set of Gentlemen at Port{nouth, who meet monthly for the 
Improvement of each other, by propounding Queſtions in Philoſo- 
phy, Morality, Natural Knowledge, Sc. and have raiſed a Build- 
ing for the Meeting of the Society, near the Rope Walk on the Common. 
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And diffipate the gloomy Night, 


Spread by the barb'rous Rage 
Of Ignorance and Vice o'er all the preſent Age. 


Full in the Midſt where Vice had fixt its Throne, 


A Place for ev'ry foul Intem'prance known, 


A Dome they rais'd ſacred to Virtue's Name, 
+ © To emulate the Greek and Roman Fame.” 


Invocation. 
Hear! celeſtial Virgin, hear 
Goddeſs of Sobriety 1 
The choſen Few who are thy Care, 
The Friends of Virtue and of thee ! 
Come ! thou effuſive Source of Goodneſs, come 
And with thy Preſence bleſs our humble Dome. 
| Hither haſte ! and bring with thee, 
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Thy comely Siſter Decency, 


With 


t A Line in Mr. Rowe's JaxE SHORE, 
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With roſy Temperance ever mild, 
And laughing Health her bloomy Child, 
And Reaſon-reined Mirth and Song, 
That chace the W Hours along, 
(For who ſhall Mirth or Song deſpiſe 
When gayly modeſt, freely wile ? ) 
Theſe Goddeſs of Sobriety ! 
Theſe bring to grace our Dome with thee. 


Second Recitative. 
Thus ſang the Choir, who Virtue's Name rever'd, 
Thus ſang the virtuous Choir and Virtue heard. 
Een from her inmoſt bright Abode 
She heard, and ſmiling, gave th' aſſenting Nod; 
Then thrice ſhe wav'd the trem'lous Wing, and 
thrice eſſay d the Flight, 

And downwards verging thro' the * 

The Goddeſs ſtands before their Eyes confeſt, 


And with * Accents, thus, her faithful 
Vot'ries addreſt. 
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Ye generous Few, who bear my Name, 
Partakers of my Wrongs and Shame 
Who dare in this degenerate Age, 


In injur'd Virtue's Cauſe engage, 


See ! ever watchful o'er her Friends 

Once more the Heaven-born Maid deſcends 

To warrant Happineſs to you, 

Who dauntleſs {till her Paths purſue, 

For the All-Wiſe Diſpenſer muſt, 

As infinitely good, be infinitely juſt. 

Proceed, proceed, your bright Reward ; is given, 


Ne'er-fading Fame on Earth, and endleſs Bliſs in 


Heaven, 


Third Recitative, 


The Goddeſs thus, when a bright Seraph Train, 


Enraptur'd catch the flying Strain, 


— 


And 


. 


Ir 


1 
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And as on th' air-diviſive Wing 
They waſt the Goddeſs to the Realm of Day, 
Tun'd to their golden Viols ſing, 
In heavenly Notes, this heavenly Lay. 


HORN US. 


No more the Scorn of empty Fools, 
Unknown to Virtue, and her Rules, 
Succeſs and Honour wait your Scheme 
The bad Man's Envy, and the — Man's Theme! 
Single V. vice. 
When Fame's boaſted Sons with Oblivion o'er- | 
Shall mix wich Dult of ths Plain, me 


When the Statue ſhall drop, and the Laurel ſhall 
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Ever freſh ſhall your Mem'ries remain, 
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And oft as the Sozer SocitTY's nam'd, W 
Theſe ! theſe were my Sons! ſhall Britannia fo 

| | fam'd 
For Heroes, reply, and in theſe I rejoice," 1 F. 


The Patrons of Virtue, and Scourges of Vice. 


Alcconpamyment. 


Proceed l Proceed ! the bright Reward is gr n, 
Ne er-fading Fame on Earth, and endleſs Bliſs in 


Heaven. 


Four 


ſeveral Occaſions. 1 
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Four Tales from Ovid's Metamor- 


phoſes. 
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Le 


The Argument to Tale I. 


N the Ifland of Cyprus dwelt hs of 
the Race of Teucer, the Son of Telamon, who 
in Beauty excelled all the Virgins of her City ; 
but as ſhe was eminent for Beauty, ſo was the no 
leſs hateful to all by that Cruelty and Diſdain 
with which ſhe behav'd to all Mankind. his, 
a young Man of the fame City, of but indifferent 

Rank amidit the People, fell in Love with this 
proud Fair, and not being able to obtain Acceſs to 
her, was ſo overwhelmed with Grief for his hard 
Fortune, that one Night he hanged himſelf be- 
fore her Door, to put an End to his hopeleſs 
Paſſion. Being carried home to his Mother, ſhe 


bad him buried as decently as her Circumſtances 
L would 
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would permit.” As the dead Body was carrying 


to the Pile, attended by a numerous Train of his 
Friends and Neighbours, they happened to paſs 
thro the very Street where the proud Anaxarete 
livd; who having Notice thereof, was reſolved 
to feaſt her cruel Eyes with a laſt View of this 
unhappy Victim of her Scorn, and for that Pur- 


| poſe goes to the Top of the Houſe, from whence 


ſhe could command a Proſpect of the Street be- 
low; and there, without Remorſe, ſhe ſaw the 
poor Youth ſtretched on the Bier ; but, to puniſh 
her for her Cruelty, ſhe was by Venus turn'd into 
a Stone in the very Place ſhe ſtood : Upon which 
Account the People of Salamine erected a Tem- 
ple to that Goddeſs, under the Appellation of 
Venus Proſpiciens, or the Beholder, becauſe ſhe 
took Vengeance on Anaxarete beholding the 


dow, 


Funeral of Ipbis unconcernedly out of the Win- 


Tale 
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ale I. from Book XIV. 

| Iphis and Anaxarete, or Cruelty 
; : 35 puniſh'd. 

- Infſcrib'd to the Ladies. 


i E matchleſs Fair! who grace our Britiſh Ille; 
7 Wks Frown 1s n and Heaven your 
Oh! keep your Boſoins free from foul Diſdain, 
C Nor let fell Cruelty your Beauties ſtain ; 

; 80 ſhall your Vot'ries bleſs your lenient Pow 


Admire with Reaſon, and with Joy adore, 
While other Climates not fo bleſs d as we, 
With Envy ſhall the Albion Lovers ſee. 
ut if with Scorn this Council you repay, 


ge Reſolv'd to rule with a deſpotic Sway, 
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And careleſly behold your Vaſſals dye, 

Unpity'd Victims of your Cruelty ; 

Let fad nf, teach this dreadful Truth, 
Heaven ſtil avenges the Love-martyr'd Youth, 

| And tho” deferr'd, each ſcornful Fair will "cs 

Delay but doubly points the awful Blow. 


This, Ovid, Maſter of Love's gentle Art, 
Of old, did to the Roman Fair impart, 
When ſinging IJphis, too untimely flain 

By Anaxarete's ſevere Diſdain, 

'Sang too, how equal Heaven his Wrongs repay'd, 
| And well aveng d him on the haughty Maid. 
The Tale from diſtant Time is handed down, 
And has before in Engliſh Numbers ſhone, 
Yet this once more permit it an Acceſs, 


Tho' clad perhaps in a leſs beauteous Dreſs ; 
I boat 
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I boaſt no Spark of the Parnaſſan Fire, | 
With humble Chords is ſtrung my ſimple Lyre, 
Then to this firſt Attempt indulgent be, - 
And treat the well-meant Lay with Clemency, 
$0 your pleas'd Bard, his 8 to ſhew, 


Shall conſecrate his future Strains to you. 


In Cyprus dwelt, of Teucer's Progeny, N 
A lovely Nymph nam'd Anaxarete, 
Her Ibis ſaw, 4 Vouth of Lineage mean, 
He ſaw, nor fail'd to love as ſoon as ſeen! 
With hopeleſs Flames he felt his Boſom burn, 
And ſigh'd without the View of a Return; 


In vain he ſummon'd Reaſon to his Aid, 

To heal the fatal Wound her Eyes had made; 
Thro' all his Frame the ſubtle Poiſon flew, 
And ſcorn'd the Pow'r of Reaſon to ſubdue ; 


Till tir'd at length, with fruitleſs Sighs and Tears, 
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Reſolv d if poſſible, to ſee the Dame, 

And leave to Fate the Iſſue of his Flame; 
And firſt he ſtrives the fav rite Nurſe to gain, 
In hopes to get Acceſs to ſpeak his Pain, 
Tells her the piteous Story of his Love, 


And ſeeks with Pray'rs the Beldam's Heart to move. 


Al the moſt winning Arguments he us'd, 


Oft pray d, and preſs d, and was as oft refus'd ; 


The Servants next, each in his Turn he tries, 


Inexorahle tao each Servant flies! 
And now he bids the ſoft Epiſtle tell, 


The Paſſion he in Perſon can't reveal, 

T hen on the Door, (an Emblem of his Care,) 
Hangs up the Chaplet he was wont to wear 
Wet with the Dew of many a briny Tear, 

Or ſtretch'd on the cold Threſhold nightly lay, 
Curling the cruel Locks that barr d his Way, 
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His tender Limbs on the damp Pavement ſpread, 


* 


With a rude Stone to prop his loveſick Head. 


Whilſt thus the hapleſs Youth in deep Deſpair, 
Kept his fad Vigils in th' unwholeſome Air, 
ve. The barb'rous Author of his Grief, and Pain, 
Deaf, and relentleſs as the raging Main, 
As Steel, or Rocks amidſt the Alpine Snows, 
Laugh'd at his Torments, and derides his Woes, 
To cruel Deeds, more cruel Words applies, 
With bitter Taunts inſults him as he lies; 
And, as if willing to compleat his Grief, 


Deprives him een of Hope, the Lover's laſt Relief 


But now no longer able to ſuſtain 
This cruel Treatment, thus the wretched Swain 
Before the Door theſe laſt ſad Words expreſt, 
i: Whilſt rending Sighs diſtend his tortur'd Breaſt. 
= 2 „ At 
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At length, Oh Anararete! he cries, 

At length thou'ſt conquer'd, bid thy Heart rejoice ! 
No more my hated Paſſion ſhall offend, 

My hated Paſſion with my Life ſhall end; 


Now. gladſome Triumphs ſing! now Wreaths pre- 


pare ! 


And with repeated 7's fill the Air ? | 
Conquelt is thine ! for lo! thy Victim dies, 
And yields his Life a willing Sacrifice ; 

Securꝑ in this laſt Deed for once to be, 
Inhuman Maid ! acceptable to thee, 

Yes ! cruel as thou art, thou now ſhalt own 
In this, at leaſt, I have ſome Merit ſhewn, 
And ceas d but with my Life, to love alone. 
Nor ſhall P ame only ſpeak my hapleſs Doom, 
To prove the pleaſing Truth myſelf I'll come; 
| Stretgh'd on the Bier ſhalt thou behold me laid, 
And with my lifeleſs Corſe thy cruel Eyes be fed. 


But 
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But if ye mighty Gods! who rule FM high, 
On mortal Cares ye deign to caſt an Eye, 
Oh! Oh record my Injuries, he cry'd, 

(His fault'ring Tongue a longer Pray'r deny'd) 
Grant that my Mem'ry may immortal prove, 
And give thoſe Years to Fame, which you from 
Then to the Door his ſtreaming Eyes he nent ut 
That Dias; he had ſo oft with Flow'rs adorn'd, 
And ſtretching forth his Arms benumm'd with 
Firm to the Beam he fixt an Halter s fold. e 
This, this laſt Trophy, ſure will pleaſe, he ſaid, 
And fatisfy thy Pride, hard-hearted Maid ! 
Then round his Neck the fatal Knot he tyes, 


And inward caſting his deſponding Eyes, 


Claip'd in the deadly Stricture's rude Embrace, 


Hangs a fad Butthen with diſtorted Face. 


As 
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As now he ſwings ſuſpended from the Ground, 
His quiv'ring Feet againſt the Door rebound, 
Which gave, or ſeem' d to give, a plaintive Sound. 


The Servants at the Noiſe together drew, 


When the fad Spectacle appear'd to View, 
Strait with officious Care they lend their Aid, 


«3s 


And vainly ſtrive to raiſe his drooping Head, 
Then bear him home, a melancholy Weight! 


And laid him at his widow'd Mother's Gate. 


Who when her Son depriv'd of Life ſhe ſpies, 
Fills all around with lamentable Cries ; 


A thouſand Times his Clay-cold Limbs ſhe kiſo d, 


And figh'd, and wept, and to her Boſom preſt, 


And all the Parent in her Grief confeſt. 
But now, when Sorrow's Dues contented were, 


The Fun' ral Obſequies demand her Care; 


The lifeleſs Body on a Bier ſhe laid, 
And tothe Pile in mournful Pomp convey d. 


Thro' 


«a4 


Soon as the mournful Sounds had reach'd her Ears, 


With the poor Youth her Cruelty had lain, 


And univerſal Horror ſhakes her Frame; 


Now quick ſhe would retire, but ſtrives in vain 


Now would her Head avert, beyond her Pow'r 
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Thro' the Mid-City, as the weeping Throng 
With ſolemn Dirges bore the Corpſe along, 
Cloſe by Anaxarete's Houſe they paſs d, 5 
Whoſe Soul 2% avenging Goddeſs now poſſeſs d, 


She to the upper Dome with Haſte repairs ; 
Full of her Fate ;—and let us ſee ! ſhe cries, 
This miſerable Lover's Obſequies. 


Now full in view approach'd the penſive Train, 
But ſcarce her Eyes had met che mourning Bier, 


When in their rigid Orbs they ſtiffned were; 
Pallid and cold becomes the haughty Dame, 


To move, her Feet immoveable remain; 


This laſt Eflay ! She's fixt to move no more: 
The 
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The ſtony Hardneſs that poſſefs'd her Heart, 


Is now transferr'd to every vital Part ; 


And ſtill the Marble Maid is to be ſeen 
Preſerv'd with Care in antient Salamine, 


Near where a Temple ſtands well known to Fam e 


Sacred to Venus the Beholder's Name. 


Leaſt After-times the Tale ſhould diſbelieve, 


And as a Fiction ſacred Truths receive. 


Let this Example then ye Nymphs perſwade ! 


Nor ſcorn the Suff rings which yourſelves have made, 


Leaft Anaxarete's your Fate ſhould be, 

Leaſt you unpity'd "EIN her Deſtiny ! - 

But timely wife, affected Pride difcard, 
Nor rob a conſtant Flame of it's Reward ; 
Let mutual Love your melting Boſoms warm, 


And bid Good-nature heighten every Charm ; 


Kindly 


1 
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Kindly receive the Youth whom Heaven decrees, 
And native Worth, the One beſt form'd to pleaſe ; 
So bleſt, and bleſſing, ſhall each happy Hour 
Glide gently on, unknown to Sorrow's Pow'r, 

Till Time with ſtealing Pace at length ſhall cloſe, 


The ſmiling Scene, and give you to Repole. 
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The Argument to Tale II. 

E P H A L U SNephew to Alous God of the 
| Winds, was marry'd to Procris the Daughter 
1 of Erectheus King of the Athemans, the former 
WA} part of their Nuptial State had been embitter'd 
WH by ſome little Jealouſies, but at length all Animo- 
Ws ſities ceaſing, they lived the Patterns of connubi- 
Ni | al Happineſs ; Cepbalus delighted much in the 
Pleaſures of the Wood, and was continually hunt- 
ing wild Beaſts ; being oftentimes half dead with 
Pi Heat, he would ſeek all Opportunities of enjoy- 
N ing the cool Breeze, to refreſh his exhauſted Spi- 
rits ; and as he lay in the Shade uſed to invoke 
(Aura or) the Air. Offe Day he was by chance 
overheard by a Perſon, who ſuſpecting this Aura, 
he called upon, to be ſome Nymph he was ena- 
moured of, tells his Wife Procris of it. She 
giving too eaſy Credit to this Story, reſolves to 
detect him in his ſtolen Pleaſures, and confront 
him with the unanſwerable Proofs of his Infideli- 
ty, and for this Purpoſe repairs to the Place, 
where ſhe had been told he was heard to call up- 
on 


WWW 
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. on this ſuppoſed Miſtreſs, and hiding herſelf in 
the Shrubs waits the Arrival of her Huſband. 
Cephalus came according to his wonted Cuſtom, 
and throwing himſelf on the Graſs, begins to 
invoke the cooling Breeze, by the Name of Aura; 
Impatient to behold this imagin'd Rival, the un- 
fortunate Procris, makes a ſtir in the Shrubs where 

\ the lay concealed ; Cephalus perceiving the Shrubs 
to move and thinking ſome wild Beaſt lay hid there, 
threw his Dart (which together with a fine Dog, 
named Lælaps, he had receiv d as a Preſent from 
Procris, at their Reconciliation, and which had 
this admirable Property, that being thrown it ne- 
vermiſs'd, but effectually ſtruck whatſoever it was 
thrown at ;) and wounded his Wife, who dyed 
in his Arms, a fad Example of the Effects of 
Jealouſy. 


Tale 
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'The dang'rous Rocks of fond Credulity ; 


Nor lend an Ear to every Tale you learn 
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FFV 
Tale II. Cephalus and Procris, or 
| the Fate of Jealouſy. 
From the Seventh Book. 
Infcrib'd to the Ladies. 


9 TTEND ye Fair! while briefly I relate, 1 
* What direful Ills on Jealouſy await, 
That deadlieft Canker of the nuptial State | 


And warn'd by other's Errors timely flee, 


Ere you the Motives and the Cauſe diſcern. 


There are, who under Friend{hip's ſpecious Veil, 


oo yas cd YT” mat >” 


The rankeſt Envy in the Heart conceal, | 
Your 


OK 


| No! like connubial Love the Fiend is dreſt, 
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Your Charms perhaps, if F emale, may offend, 


Your Virtue, if a Male, Tale-bearing Friend ; 
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And every Art, and every well-turn'd Lye, 
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To wound your Peace and Happineſs they'll trye ; 
And here beware ! how you too ſtrong believe 
Your own Reſolves, too often they deceive ! 

And ſhe who thinks herſelf ſecureſt arm'd 

Gainſt Jealouſy's Attacks, is ſooneſt harm'd ; 

For think not that it does at firſt aſſail, 

With ſnaky Locks, and Viſage FIRE and pale; 


Till it has ſtolen, unheeded, to your Breaſt, 


Now light Suſpicions firſt in Order move, 


Then anxious Doubts, which all ſeem born of Love, 


Then comes Reſentment for neglected Charms, 


Then fell Revenge your troubled Soul alarms ; 

Miſconſtrued, now, each Look, each Word is dy'd 

With foul Intent, and from their Scope apply'd ; 
oy M | Tilt 
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Till thus the wily Miſchief eats it's Way, 


And uncontroul'd does on your Vitals prey. 


Then too late! — 
You'll curſe your Folly when oblig'd to bear, 
The ods Stings of Anguiſh and Deſpair. 
This Truth's exemplify'd in Procris' Fate, 
Tis Ovid tells the Story, I repeat. 


Leng Time young Cephalus and Procris were 
Bleſs d in each other's Love, an happy Pair, 


Their ſocial Boſoms glow'd with mutual Flame, 


The fame their Wiſhes, and their F ears the fame, 
Undamp'd their peaceful Hours with Houſhold 
Th obliging Huſband, and the tender Wife! 250 
E'en Juno's Lot to Procris mean appear d, 
She Cephalus to Jove himſelf preferr d, 

And he ſo happy ſeem'd in Procris Love, 
That Beauty's Queen with her had vainly ſtrove. 
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Thus for a while they roll'd in full Delight, 
And Joy ſucceeded Joy, like Day and Night, 
Till baleful Jealouſy's deſtructive Pow'r, 
Deadned their Bliſs, and damp'd the genial Bow) r. 


Soon as the Sun began to gild the Skies, 
The early Cephalus was wont to riſe, - 
The deep Receſſes of the Woods to trace, 
And thro their Haunts purſue the flying Chace, 
Til ſpent with Toil his Labours to repair, 
He ſought the cooling Valley's freſher Air, 
Where indolently ſtretch'd beneath the Shade, 8 
His weary'd Limbs at their full Eaſe were ſpread, 
And as diſſolv'd in pleaſing Sloth he lies, 
Thus to the Goddeſs of the Breeze he cries, 
Come gentle Aura ! ſweet Refreſher haſte ! 


Come gentle Aura! eaſe my panting Breaſt ! 


M 2 Cums 
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Come gentle Nymph ! and thy fond Vot'ry bleſs ! 

Ah come! and lock me in thy kind Embrace; 
Thus he ! when cruel Deſtiny inſpir'd 

Words ſtill more dubious ; as the Sun-beams fir'd, 
Finding his Strength begin apace to fail, 

With ſofter Blandiſhments he woo's the Gale. 

Ah thou ! my Wiſh, my Rapture, and my Joy ! 
Ah thou ! who doſt my chiefeſt Care . 
Where doſt thou ſtay? Where lurks my wiſh'd for 


| Fair! 
And wilt thou never come my lovely Air? 


Debarr'd of thee the Woods no more invite, 
Thy Preſence only gives the Woods Delight ! 
Oft but for thee, depriv'd of Breath I h'd lain 
The lifeleſs Victim of the duſty Plain ; 
Thus ſang the Shepherd when ſome buſy Ear 
That lurk'd unſeen, and chanc'd theſe Words to 


hear, 


Suppos'd 


4 
& 
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Suppos'd him am'rous of ſome Woodland Spouſe, | 
And with officious Haſte to Procris goes, 
To tell in Confidence the fatal News 3 

How credulous is Love! his faithful Wife 

By this falſe Tale almoſt depriv'd of Life, 


L 


Feels racking Jealouſy invade her Breaſt, 
And finks with viſionary Ills oppreſt; 

A fancy'd Rival weeps, and hapleſs Maid ! 
or wnug vainly fearful of an empty Shade, 

Is by herſelf, not Cephalus betray'd. 

Sometimes ſhe ſcarcely credits what ſhe hears, 
But hopes tis Falſhood all, yet ſtill ſhe fears ; 
Now would excuſe that Faith ſhe had approv'd, 


Nor raſhly cenſure where ſo well ſhe lov'd ; 


At length, reſolv'd to truſt no buſy Tongue, 
She will herſelf be Witneſs of her Wrong; 
And the next Day when he prepar'd to hunt, 


$'d She ſought the ſecret Shade, where he was wont 
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Oppreſt with Heat to come; too ſure he came 
And raging with a more than uſual Flame, 
Flinging his fainting Body on the Graſs, 

He thus begins t'invite the cooling Breeze, 

Ah come my charming Aura! and allay 

The ſcorching Heat that melts my Soul away 


de ſaid, when certain Sighs invade his Ear 


He heeds not, but {till calls his charming Air] 
Nearer and nearer yet he hears the Noiſe, 

And deems ſome Beaſt entangled in the Boughs, 
Then throws his Spear, directed by the Sounds, 
The Spear unerring flies and Procris wounds; 
Ah me ſhe cries | too well the Voice he knew, 
And midſt the Thicket to aſſiſt her, flew, 

All pale and bleeding there his Wife he found, 
The fatal Spear yet ſticking m the Wound ; 
With Grief diſtracted now, his Robes he tore, 
And ſtrives with them to ſtop the flowing Gore. 


Now 
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Now in his guilty Arms attempts to raiſe 
The drooping Fair, and for Forgiveneſs prays ; 
Who gently lifting up her dying Head, 
Theſe few ſad Words with a faint Accent ſaid, 
Ah! thou dear Author of my Grief, and Joy, 
For whom alone I liv'd, for whom I dye, 
If thy poor Procris ever was belov'd, 
If ever dear to Cephalus ſhe prov'd, 

By this laſt Token of my ardent Faith, 
Which now, ſeal with my departing Breath: 
Let me conjure you, by the Gods, to fwear; 
You never will admit my Rival Air! 
When I am gone my nuptial Bed to ſhare ! 


Now wretched Cephalus began to know 


The cruel Error that begat their Woe, 

And kindly haſtes to undeceive her too ; 

But what alas avail'd! ſhe hears too late, 

Faſt with the purple Stream the Spirits fleet! 
w. - M 4 
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Vet from the Tale ſome ſeeming Joy ſhe drew, 
And ſmil'd amidſt her Pangs to find him true ; 
And whilſt ſhe could, on his lov'd Face intent 
(Their laſt dear Object ) her fond Eyes ſhe bent, 
Till ſighing out her Soul which he receiv'd, 
She ſunk of Sorrow, and of Life bereav'd. 


Argu ment 


* 
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FFC 


Argument to Tale III. 


P” RAMUSand Thiſbe, of the famous City of 
Babylon, remarkable for the vaſt and curious 
Walls of Brick, with which the renown'd Queen Se- 
miramis had encompalſs'd it, were equal in Age and 
Beauty, in the latter of which, they each exceed- 
ed any of the Youths or Virgins of their Time, 
dwelling next Door to each other, they ſoon laid 
the Foundation of a Converſation thro* the Chink 
of the Partition Wall of their Houſes, this ſoon 
improv'd to a mutual Love between them, at laſt 
they made an Appointment to meet together at 
the Tomb of King Ninus, under the Shade of a 
neighbouring Mulberry Tree, by favour of the 
Night. Th:/be having firſt found an Opportunity to 
get out, coming ſooner than the Time appointed, 
was frighted at the Sight of a Lyoneſs, and flying 
for ſhelter to a neighbouring Cave, dropt her 
Veil as ſhe ran, but the wild Beaſt coming freſh 
from her Prey, being dry was going to a Fountain 
hard by, to Drink ; and finding the Veil at her 
Return, tore it with her Mouth yet bloody. l. 
And 1 
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And now Pyramus comes to the ſame Place, and 


finding her Garment all rent and bloody, imme- 


diately conjectur'd that ſhe had been devoured by 


a wild Beaſt, and in his Deſpair flew himſelf un- 
der the appointed Tree, with his own Sword, 
Thiſbe having recover'd her Fright, returns back 
to the ſame Place, and finding her Lover's Body 


yet panting on the Ground, and accuſing herſelf 


as the Cauſe of his untimely Fate, thro' the Love 
he had born her, that ſhe might no longer ſur- 
vive the Grief, ſhe ran herſelf through with the 
fame Sword, which had juſt before put a Period 
to her Lover's Life. The Mulberry Tree which 
had been the Place of Rendezvous, and had been 
ſprinkled all over with the Blood of Pyramus 
and his unhappy Th:/be, had it's Fruit turn'd in- 
to the Colour of Blood, which before were always 


of the fineſt white. 


The Parents of this unfortunate Couple, being 
at laſt touch'd with Pity at their Sufferings, had 
both their Aſhes preſerv'd in one common Urn, 
by this laſt Act to make ſome kind of Atonement, 
for the Obſtacles they had put to their Love for 
each other when living. 


Tale 
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Tale I II. Pyramus and Thiſbe, or 
| Unhappy Love. 


From the Fourth Book. 


Here Babylen's proud Walls erected ſtand, 
£ The Work of fam'd Semirams's Hand, 

Young Pyramus and Thiſbe liv'd, a Pair 

In Clans ſurpaſſing all the Eaſtern Fair „ 

Their . join'd, from whence Acquaintance 
Which ſoon . Obſervance drew, 1 
From theſe beginnings Love in time aroſe, 

Which ſoon they ſeek to ſeal with Nuptial Vows ; 
But rigid Parents their Conſent deny'd, 


And force the youthful Lovers to divide; 
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But tho' depriv'd. of Speech, yet Love ſupplies, 
The Speechleſs Eloquence of Hands, and Eyes; 
And by Reſtraint their Paſſion grew more great, 


As Fire when ſmother d, glows with double Heat, 


Where. either Houſe was join'd, the common 
A Flaw had gotten, unperceiv'd by all, wo 
"Till our fond Pair the firſt Diſcovery ade. 

As what can Love's all curious Search evade ? 
Thither oftimes would they by Stealth repair, 
In tender Sighs to breath their am'rous Care, 
And midſt the tender Parley gently chide, 
The cruel Wall that did their Loves divide, 
And tho' we cannot wholly join they'd cry, 
e At leaſt thou might'ſt permit our Lips to try 
The balmy Pledge of more ſubſtantial Joy ; 


< But let us not ourſelves ungrateful be, 


This preſent Happineſs we owe to Thee, 
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« By whom tis given reciprocal to breath, 

« The tender Vow, and mutual Faith bequeath”; 
Thus would they paſs their Hours till coming Night 
Forc'd them to ſever with the parting Light, 

Then on the Wall imprint a fervent Kiſs, 

The Wall impervious mocks the empty Bliſs. 

One Morn, when bright Aurora had diſpell'd 


| Night's languid Fires, and S began to gild 


With lucid Ray, each dew-beſprinkled Field; | 
Our anxious Lovers to th' accuſtom'd Place, 


Flew on the Wings of Love, with eager Pace, 


| And now (the firſt fond Triflings at an End,) | 


To cheat their wary Spies their Thoughts they bend, 


And mutually agree when Day ſhould cloſe, 
And give up Mortals to their with'd Repoſe, 
To ſteal unheeded forth, and in the Night, 
F K from the City-Walls, direct their Flight; 
But 
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But leaſt in the Confuſion they ſhould ſtray 

A random Courſe, and take a diff rent Way, 
Appoint at Ninus Sepulchre to wait, 

Beneath the Mulb'ry ſhade, till either meet, 
(For near the neighb'ring Spring a Mulb'ry grew, 
Whoſe ſpotleſs Fruit then wore a Snowy Hue ;) 
The Compact pleas'd ; and now the tardy Day, 
Which ſeem'd to make a more than uſual ſtay, 
And length repair'd to Ocean's watry Bed, 

And friendly Night ariſes in it's ſtead ; 

When am'rous Thiſbe gently turn'd the Wards, 
And ſtealing forth unſeen of all her Guards, 
Beneath a Veil conceil'd her beaunteous Face, 

And Love-etnbolden'd gain'd th' appointed Place: 
But whilſt impatient of her Lover's ſtay, 

Penſive ſhe fits, and chides his cold Delay, 


Sudden 


For 
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| sudden 7 ſhaggy Lioneſs appear'd, 

Her churning Jaws with rapy Gore beſmear'd, 

And to the Spring to quench her Thirſt repair'd. 
Who when by Favour of the Moon's pale Light, 
7hiſbe deſery'd, the fled half dead with Fright, 

To the cloſe Covert of a neighb'ring Cave, 

And happen'd in her Flight her Veil to leave; 
Which, as returning from the Spring, the Beaſt, 
Found on the Earth, with bloody Mouth ſhe preſt. 


Now Pyramus arriv'd, who not till late | 
Could find the means to paſs his Father's Gate, 
And ſeeing in the Duſt the Monſter's Trace, 
The florid Dye forſook his alter'd Face. 

But when the Veil all ting'd with Blood he ſpies, 
A Train of dreadful Thoughts at once ariſe, 

And this fad Night, ye gracious Gods! he ſaid, 
This fatal Night ! two faithful Lovers bleed. 


But 
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But She alas ſhould have eſcap'd the Doom, 
Tis I, tis I, ſhould ſaffer in her Room, 


The Wretch who fondly urg d her on to come. 
Then baſely left her by herſelf to ſtray, 


Nor came to guard her in the doubtful Way; 
Come forth ye Monſters that inhabit here, 
Come forth! and this accurſed Body tear ; 

But Cowards tamely for their Death may wait; 
The Brave are always Maſters of their Fate ! 
Thus he, and to the Tree his Footſteps bends, 

Thebloody Veil ſtill graſping in his nds, 
On which a thouſand Kiſſes he beſtow'd, 
| Whilſt down ble Cheeks the briny Jan flow d, 


And dipt already as thou art, he cry'd, 
In Thi}be's Blood, with mine be deeper dy'd, 
He faid and plung'd his Poniand in his Side; | 
Then drew it forth, and falling on the Ground, 
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The purple Current follow'd from the Wound. 
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As from a Conduit Pipe, when newly cut, 

High in the Air th'impriſon'd Waters ſpout, 

$6 upwards ſpringing from the parted Veins, | 
| The Crimſon ſhow'r th'o'erſhadowing Tree diſtains, 
| The Crimſon ſhow'r embrues the Root below, 

And the ripe Fruit enſanguin'd as it grew, 


| I's Colour chang'd, aſſumes a purple Hue. 


The faithful Thiſbe, now reſolves to leave, 
Recover d of her Fright, the ſhelt'ring Cave, 
And leaſt her Lover ſhould impatient wait, 

Haſtes to the Rendezvous with ready Feet, 

There ſeeks with earneſt Eyes her ſoul's Delight, 
Eager to tell the Dangers of the Night, 

But tho th accuſtom'd Tree ſhe ſoon perceiv d, 
The diff rent Colour of the Fruit deceiv d, 
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And as impatiently ſhe look'd around, 


Aſtoniſh'd at the wond'rous Change ſhe found, 
She ſaw the panting Body on the Ground. 


Seiz d with a ſudden Terror at the Sight, 


Trembling and pale ſhe ſtarts with wild Aftricht, 
Thro' all her Frame a ſhuddring Horror flies, 


As when a Guſt juſt iſſuing from the Skies, 
O'er Ocean's ſilent Surface lightly ſweeps, 


Diſturbs the Calm, and curlo the ruffled Deeps, 
But when at length, the dying Youth ſhe knew, | 
Around his bleeding Corſe her Arms ſhe threw, 


And hanging o'er him frantic with Deſpair, 


With loud Complainings rent the filent Air, 
Beat her fair Breaſt, and tore her lovely Hair. 


Then fixing on his clay-cold Face her Lips, 


* 


With many a Tear his gaping Wounds the ſteeps, 
Ah Pyramus ! thou much lov'd Youth ! She cry, 


What cruel Fate has torn thee from my fade? 
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Anſwer my Love! ere yet my Heart is broke, 

Thy Tyte calls! ah bleſs me with a look ! 

At that lov d Name, his dying Eyes he rais d, 

And on her Face a while tranſported gaz d, 

Then! as grown weary of the hateful Light, 

Closd their Death umber d Orbs in everlaſting Night. 
But when th' unhappy Fair her Veil deſcry'd, 
And his void Scabbard lying by his Side, 

Il Fated Youth ! thy Love to Me the ſaid, 

Has urg'd thy Hand to this untimely Deed ! 


But know I have an Arm as ftrong as thine, 


| For Love ſhall add ſufficient Force to mine, —_— 
As ſurely to direct the deadly Blow, 1 


And ſend me with thee to the Shades below; | i i 


Yes, as the retten Cauſe, ſo will I be, 


| WW Partaker likewiſe of thy Deſtiny ; ig | 

y'd, "Twas Death alone could rob thee of thy Bride, 1 
In Death we'll meet, nor evermore divide; | | 
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And ye fad Parents of a wretched Pair, 5 f 
Accord the Suit which I for both prefer, Th 
Grant, to this fond commutual Pray'r kind, Thi 


One Tomb may hold us, whom one Fate conjoin d. 


But thou curſt Tree! whoſe Branches cover now, 


One Lover's Body, and ſhall ſhortly two, 


Ever may'ſt thou indelible retain, 


The marks of Slaughter, and the Sanguine Stain, 
And may the dreary Fruit thou beareſt prove i 
The mournful Monuments of bleeding Love ; 

She ſaid, and wildly ſnatching from the Ground, 
The Sword yet reeking from her Lover's Wound, 


Beneath her Breaſts directs the murd'rous Blade, 1 


Which to her Heart a ready Paſſage made, 
Obey'd her Wiſh, and rank'd her with the Dead. 


And 
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And now the Gods her Suit propitious hear, 
| Their Parents too relenting grant her Pray'r, 
The rip'ning Fruit the Marks of Blood confeſt 


4 And in one common Urn the Lovers Aſhes reſt. 
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a i The Argument to Tale IV. 


| APHN E, Fo 88 of the River 
[it Peneus, was accounted the moſt beauti- 
| | | ful of all the Virgins of Theſſaly, inſomuch that 
i Mi the captivated even the Gods themſelves with her 
I; Beauty, Apollo ſeeing her, fell in Love with 
| her, and finding he couid not obtain her with 
Promiſes or Entreaties, reſolved to force her : But 
| * ſhe endeavour'd to avoid him by Flight, and per- 
| ceiving he came up with her in the Purſuit, in- 
"1 voked her Father's Aſſiſtance to preſerve her Vir- 
| ginity, which he had before promiſed at her 
Requeſt, that ſhe ſhould maintain inviolably : the 
God hearing her Prayers, turned her into a Laurel, 
that ſhe might eſcape Raviſhment.— Apollo, find- 
ing his Deſigns thus fruſtrated, was however re- 
ſolved to make amends to the injured Maid for 
the Vexation he had given, and granted the Tree 
into which ſhe was now changed, the Prerogative 
of bearing a Leaf which ſhould never fade, but 
poſſeſs an unalterable Verdure. 


The 
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The Allegory coucht in this Fable teaches us, 
that however ſtrong the Attacks may be againſt 
Virtue, nevertheleſs that a modeſt Reſiſtance ſel- 
dom fails of driving back the Enemy, and of 
meeting in the End with a Reward ſuitable to its 
Merit. And we are likewiſe taught by the Proem, 
or Introduction to the Fable, that however ſe- 
cure the Enemies of Cupid may think themſelves 
from any Conſequences of his Revenge, yet, that 
the blind Archer rarely fails to make them feel 
and acknowledge his Power in the End.— Thus 
find the God of Wiſdom himſelf, owed all the 
Grief he met with from the Diſappointment of 
his Paſſion for the fair Daphne, to the ſharp Re- 
ſentment of the incenſed Son of Venus, whom he 
had before contemptuoully treated. 


N 4 Tale 
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Tale IV. Apollo and Daphne, ot ” 
| Stre 


Virtue triumphant. 
From the Firſt Book. 


F OR Peneian Daphne, Phebus firſt confeſt 
; The Pow'r of Love triymphant in his Breaſt, 
Which not to Fate, or giddy Chance he ow'd, 


But fierce Revenge by angry Cupid vow'd;; Pr 
For, as the Delian God (elate with Pride : 80 


For Python newly ſlain,) one Day eſpy d 
The little Urchin, as his Bow he try'd, 
He thus began the Pow'r of Love to jeer, 


What is this idle Stripling doing here? 


54: of: ans wb ov 


Would'ſt thou weild Arms, inſultingly he cries, 
So diſproportion'd to thy puny Size! 


Arms, 
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Arms, which alone to ſuch as me are due 
Whoſe well-aim'd Shafts each Monſter can ſubdue: 
By whom fierce Python of enormous Size 
Stretch'd Oer a thouſand Acres breathleſs lyes : 
Away thou Tritler ! try thy own weak Darts 


On the looſe Texture of enervate Hearts, 
Or take thy Tonk nor longer vainly try 
With me in Strength, or in Addreſs to vye, 
He faid, when Venus Son made this Reply, 


Thy well-aim'd Shafts each Monſter can ſubdue 
Prodigious Bowyer ! mine ſhall-conquer you ; 


See then, whoſe Power will greateſt ſtand confeſt, 
A God who conquers, or who lays a Beaſt ; 

Then wav'd his Plumes, and thro' the Fields of 
| To fam'd Parnaſſus Summit bent his Flight, T0? 
There took his Stand, and from his Quiver draws 
Two feather'd Shafts, which diff'rent Paſſions cauſe, 


This, 


— 


This, does to Love a kind Return inſpire, 
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The other, damps adverſe, the genial Fire; 4 
Gilt is the Shaft benign and ſharp ; the laſt i 
Of Point obtuſe, in Lead's dull Metal caſt: 1 
This, in Peneia's Breaſt the God infixt 
And that in Delius inmoſt Vitals mixt. 1 
Streight all his Soul confeſt the am'rous Pain . 
Whilſt Daphne does the Thoughts of Love diſdain, 
To Woods and lonely Foreſts does repair, | 
And Dian-like, a Virgin Huntreſs there, | : 
The Labour of the Chace is all her Care ; 7 a 


Like her the ſhaggy Spoils her Shoulders deck 
Whilſt a plain Fillet tyes her Ringlets back; 
Oft would her tender Father gently chide 

And urge her to become an happy Bride, 
Thou ow'ſt a Son, my Daughter to my Name, 


* Heir of my Houſe, and Fautor of my Fame, 


« A prat- 
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« A pratling Race of thine I long to ſee, 

« And dance a Grandſon oh my aged Knee; ® 
But ſhe, abhorrent of the Marriage Tye, 
Hanging around his Neck would thus reply, 
(Whilſt modeſt Bluſhes crimſon'd o'er her Face, 
And heighten'd every youthful blooming Grace.) 
« Ah to my With, thou beſt of Parents! give, 
« A ſpotleſs Virgin in the Woods to live; 

« Nor be offended at the Boon I crave, 

« Such Dian aſk'd, and Fove indulgent cave.” 
Thy Father grants thy Suit fond Maid ! but know 
Thy very Form's repugnant to thy Vow ; 

Fair as thou art, and made all Hearts to charm, 
Apollo ſaw, and hop'd thy Heart to warm, | 


But found his Oracles for once were vain, 


Nor could the kind Return he wiſh'd obtain ; 

Like Stubble which devouring Flames conſume 

When the ripe Harveſt has been gather'd home, 
Or 
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Or ſome dry T hicket, which a fiery Brand 


Thrown .from the wand'ring Trav'ler's careleſs 


| Fand, 
Enwraps in Blaze, ſo burns Apollo's Breaſt, ; 


And hopeleſs Love deprives his Soul of Reſt : 


Each Grace he views with languiſhing Deſires, 
And now her neatly careleſs Locks admires, 

How would they tiara if deckt with Art! he cries, 
Heaven ! what refulgent Luſtre in her Eyes! 

Her little Mouth his raviſh'd Senſe alarms, 

Her taper Fingers, and her ſlender Arms, 

* If ſuch the Beauties to the Sight reveal d, 

*« What are the nameleſs Beauties yet conceald 
But ſoon as he approaches, off ſhe flies, 

Nor to his flatt ring Words a Word replies; 

te Ah ſtop my Dear, my lovely Daphne ſtay ! 

« Still as he follow'd would Apollo ſay, 

Why flys my Charmer with ſuch Speed away? * 


* 80 
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* 
Lay 


So fly the fearful Sheep, the Wolves before, 
„so flies the Hind, from the fieree Lyon's Roar, 


Lay 
La) 


So Doves, when by rapacious Eagles chac d, 


” 
_— 


With trembling Pinions beat the airy Waſte ; 

« Theſe fly their Foes, not ſuch am I to you, 

« With gentleſt Love, not Hatred I purſue. 

« Ah! how thy giddy Flight my Soul alarms, 

« Leaſt falling thou ſhoulſt tear thy tender Arms, 

« And I become the Author of thy Harms, 

« Stop ſimple Maid! you know not whom you fly, 
« No Mountain Boor, no ruftick Swain am I, 
„Still fly'ſt thou! Mighty Jove himſelf's my Sire, 
Doubt 'ſt thou the Truth? of whom thou wilt 
Me Delphos, Claros, Tenedos obey, as 
And Patared's Region owns my Sway, 

5 Each Truth in dark Futurity conceal'd, 


Buy my omniſcient Pow'r to Light's reveal d, 


e 
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« "Tis mine, harmonious Numbers to inſpire, 

« And join ſoft Accents to the tuneful Lyre, 

« Well {kill'd am I to throw th unerring Dart, 

« He only more, who-wounds my loveſick Heart; 
« Mine is the healing Art, me Mortals call 

% Patron of Health thro out this earthly Ball, 

6 To me each healin g Simple's Pow'r is known, 
1 Alas! that Love eludes their Pow'r alone. 

e Ah wretched Arts! that every Ill ſuffice, 

* But only his from whom you took your Riſe.” 


This, and much more the fond Purſuer faid, 
Unheard, unheeded, of the haſt'ning Maid, 
She with unbated Swiftneſs wings her Flight, 
E'en in that Swiftnefs lovely to the Sight; 
Bar'd of their Covering by the wanton Wind, 
Her beauteous Limbs ſhew'd now all unconfin'd, 
And her looſe Locks wav'd careleſſly behind ; 
* Whilſt 
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Whilſt the young God fir d with her Charms, 
g diſdains 
Longer in fruitleſs Words to waſte his Pains, 


But mends his Pace, and ſcours along the Plains. 
80 the fleet Greyhound when a Hare he views, 
O'er Fields, and Lawns, the ſtarted Game purſues, 
Eager for Prey, his utmoſt Speed he tries, 

Whilſt the for Safety, no Jeſs ſuifily fies, 

Now hi appears her Footſteps to devour, 

Crowds cloſe behind, and has her in his Pow'r, . 
Doubtful ſhe runs, and as he nearer draws, 

Now feels his Bite, now pants ben his Pres, 
Till ſpringing forward with redoubled Pace, 

Sh' eludes his Gripe, and leaves him in the Chace. 
Thus with the God and with the Nymph it fares, | 
Love lends him Speed, and Fear redoubles her's. 
But Love at length the more ſucceſsful proves, 


Swift, * more ſwift, the fond Purſuer moves, 


Footſtep 
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Footſtep by Footſtep treads, all Reſt denys, 
Winds as ſhe winds, and follows where ſhe flys, 
Treads on her Heels, and gathers on her Back, 


And even breaths upon the Locks that wanton in 
; her Neck. 


Pantihg and breathleſs now, tir d with the Chace, 
Faint grows the Nymph, the Colour haves ner 


Face; 


When as ler Sire Penbius Stream ſhe ſpies, R 
Thus in the Anguiſh of her Soul ſhe cries, 
If Mortals thee a Godhead truly name, 

Ah Father | fave me from impending Shame, 
And thou oh facred Farth ! propitious heat 
This once, an W Maiden's earneſt Pray'r, 
Or open quick, and take me to thy Arms, | 
Or change this Form 4 ſo deſtructive charms. 

| Scarce the fair Fugitive theſe Words had ſaid, 
When o'er her Limbs a ſudden Numbneſs foread, 
A lender 


Ye 


Fo 
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A fender Bark round her ſoft Boſom grows, 

Her Hairs to Leaves are turh'd, her Arms to Boughs, 
Thoſe nimble Feet which late outſtrip'd the Wind; 

Within a ſluggiſh Root are now confin'd, | 

A leafy Summit ſhades her beauteous Face, 

And nought remains of Daphne but the Grace 

Yet no leſs charming to the God appears; 

The changed Virgin in the Form ſhe wears, 

Round the freſh Trunk his folding Arms he twin'd, 

Where the warm Heart yet throbb'd wn 

But when he preſs'd it to his Boſom cloſe, 

And in fond Raptures a warm Kiſs beſtows, 

The Tree indignant of the am'rous Bliſs, 

| Shrunk inward, and declin'd the proffer'd Kiſs. 

When Pan thus, tho' adverſe Fate deny d, 

The ſweet Poſſefſion of ſo fair a Bride ; 


Yet ſhalt thou ever be my fav'rite Tree, 


— 


For ever lov' d, for ever priz d by me! 


O | Thy 
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Thy Leaves my Hair, and tuneful Lyre ſhall deck, 
And grace the rattling Quiver at my Back; 


Thou ſhalt the Brow of conqu'ring Chiefs adorn, 


As with glad Triumphs thro the City born, 
They in long Pomp the Capitol aſcend, _ 
'Midft Shouts of Joy that Heaven's wide Arche; 


. SEN . rend; 
Nor that alone, thou at Auguſtus Gate 


A faithful Guard, and Ornament ſhalt wait, 


Where near thee plac'd Jove's venerable Tree, 
Secure from Danger, ſhall protected be: 
And as the flowing Treſſes which I wear, 
Guiltleſs of Change; for ever youthful are, 

So ſhall thy leafy Honours ſtill retain, 

A deathleſs Verdur@ and perpetual Green. 


Ile ſaid, obedient to the God's Decree, 


A laſting Foliage crowns his fav rite Tree! 


The Nymph, contented with the Honours paid, 


Bow'd with majeſtic Grace her verdant Head. 


. 
o . 
1 


Auguſtus 


"RE WIE. 


1 
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7 
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Auguſtus and Virgil, a Tale. 


Jo give, if we'll Divines believe 
Much better is than to receive, | 
he And Gifts beſpeak the Shame or Honour, 
end, Greatneſs or Meanneſs of the Donor, 
This We'll illuſtrate by a Tale, 
Examples move, where Precepts fail. 


WL USTUS once, as Stories tell, 
Into a ſtrange-Quandary fell, 

| For Common Fame that Common Whore, 
Had idly ſpread from Door to Door, 
That he of ſome mean Baſe-born Groom, 55 
And not of Royal Race was come, 
This ſtung the Monarch to the Soul, 
But who can People's Tongues Controul ? 


* . * 
* 
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A thouſand Schemes perplex d his Head, 
His Mother long ago was Dead, 

If not, to aſk her was a Joke, 

What Sur would here the Truth have . 
1 At length however he reſolv'd 
il | To have this Gordian Scruple ſolv'd 
1. And in all haſte for VIRGIL ſent, 


To give his tortur'd Mind Content, 8 And 
Who was, as he had heard it ſaid, No! 
In Nature's Myſteries deeply read, EE 
And well, the Pedigree could ſcan, an 
Of Animals, why not of Man ? Ss 
The Poet came, the Croud's diſmiſs d. | Dr 
When Ceſar thus the Bard addreſs'd, = 
1 hou e what length my Power extends, 1 
Ilow far I can oblige my Friends, 1 Bu 
I've heard thy F ame, of all my Court, . 1 


Joa ſtand the faireſt in Report, 


2a 
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Can beſt explore the ſecret Cauſe, 

The hidden Source of Nature's Laws, 
The Poet Bows, the King goes on, 
Some ſay I am Octavius Son, 

Others again dont ſtick to Swear, 


I am ſome meaner Perſon's Heir, 


Long has this doubt perplex'd my Mind, 


And how the real Truth to find, 


Now anſwer truely this I aſk, 

And to th' extent my Power but taſk, 
And all that ample Power ſhall be, 
Employ'd for thy F elicity. 
Dread King of Men ! the Bard replies, 


May I find Favour in thy Eyes, 
As I have ſolv'd much weightier Things, : 7 
But who dare tell the Truth to Kings? 8 


Or who can with Impunity, 


Confront offended Majeſty ? 


'» Fear 


— 


— 
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Fear nought ! replies the King, nor darg 
Conceal the Truth, howe'er ſevere, 

For by my Soul, I ſwear, to you 

Not the leaſt Harm ſhall thence accrue, 
Then V irgil thus, but firſt intent, 

On Czſar's Face his Eyes he bent. 


The Man in Nature's Myſteries read, 
On ſureſt Maxims does proceed, 
And can by Philoſophic Light, 
Divine the Cauſe of all things right, 
Thus to's Reſearch is oft Reveal'd, 
What to th' unknowing lies Conceal 4 
But eaſieſt of Acceſs we find, 
The Nature's of che Beſtial kind; 
Hence in the lardly Lyon' Face; 


We read the fierceneſs of his Race, 


Hence 


Ln nd 


CC 


Has palm'd Pretenders on a Nation, 
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Hence in the bounding Colt is ſeen, 
His Gire's broad Cheſt and flowing . , 
Cum Multis Abs of that Strain, 
Not ſo it fares with Human kind, 
Which oft we moſt Deceitful find, 
In vain we ſtrive with Pains to trace, 
Or read their Lineage | in their Face, 
As fair a Form the Beggar owns, 

As the Preſumptive Heir to Crowns, 


And oft, well tim'd Diſſimulation, 


Who if they had their true Deſert, 
Inſtead of Thrones, had grac d a Cart. 
There's nothing then by which we can, 
Judge rightly of that Compound, Man, 
Actions indeed will ſometimes do, 


But Actions are fillitiohe too, 


O 4 


- 
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And he that is the moſt expert, | a M 
Ne'er yet could Read the Hyman Heart, : 
Hence you may ſee, how hard a taſk, 

I kde, to Anſwer what you aſk, 

But in Obedience to your Wall, 

Exerted have my utmoſt Skill, 


And find here Cæſar ſtood on Tenters, 
And ſcarce to breath an Accent ventures, 
When ſmiling Virgil thus does on, N. 
I find You are—— a Baker's Son, 1h Li 
Nay !—Iift with Patience till I've done; ) Ws. 


My Knowledge here I gwe to you, 

This Judgement from your ſelf I drew, 
For when long ſince to Rome there came, 
In the Croton:an People's name, 
A-Preſent for yourſelf defign'd, 


Racers twas ſaid o'th' fleeteſt kind, 
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My Judgment of their Worth was aſſ d 
Their real Worth I truly taſk'd, 

Said each would prove as rank a Jade, 
As ever Jockey's Hopes betray'd, 

This Prophecy in time came true, 

In time my Liege! 'twas told to you, 
Who as a Royal Gift decreed, 

I ſhould receive two Loaves of Bread; 


Now this, when I reflected on, 


Long live ! thought I the Baker's Son! 
For here I think we fully find, 
Th' old Proverb true kind after kind, 
For who, of Royal Blood, alive, 


Would think as Payment, Bread to give, 


Pardon my Leige | againſt my Will 
You forc'd me to exert my Skill, 


201 


4 


1 * 


Geſar 
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0 Cæſar who Wit at all times lov'd, 
| Smil' d at the Jeſt, and ſtood reprov'd, 
1 Henceforth, ſays he, my Gifts ſhall ſhew, 


7 The royal Source from whence they flow, 
| | 4 Shall give the Lye to babbling Fame, 

[ Nor more diſgrace Octavius Name, 

1 Thus Saying, he diſmis't the Bard, 
Contented with an high Reward, 

Fhe Poet took his Leave well pleas'd, 

= The King was of his Scruples eas d. 


V ee be 


Verſes 
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Verſes on Death from Voiture. 


Eath, that in the bloody Field, 
Midſt horrid Cries, and dread Alarms, 
The Shock of Battle, Claſh of Arms, 


When ip brazen Cuiraſs clad, 
Mounted on a fiery Steed, 

Wild Diſorder round you ſpread, 
Such Delights for you did yield. 


Does he not otherwiſe appear, 
When he with flow Pace draws near, 
Trembling, palid, and all cold, 
Tow' rds ſome Wretch, who long has lain, 
Bed rid, and worn out with Pain, 
And with Life expelling Hold, 


Seizes 
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 Seizes on his deſtin · d Prey, 
And bears him from his Bed bs! þ 
Does he then not frightful ſhew ! 6 
Man of Courage let us know 15 
Ea 
M. 
T! 
. 
1 
N 
E. 
B 
; Fiction 


FicT1ON the Friend to Poefy, 
From Boileau's Art of Poetry. 


Here to enchant Us, ev'ry Art is try d, 


All are to Body, Form, and Mind ally d, 


Each Virtue ſtreight becomes a Duty, 

Minerva's Prudence, Venus ſome fair She, 
Thunders no more, from pent- up Air take Birth, 
Tis Fove that's arm'd, to fright a guilty Earth; 
The Storm that fills the Pilot with Amaze, 
Neptune enrag'd ſcourging his vaſſal Seas, | 

Echo's no more an Ajr-refiadted Sound, 


But a fair Nymph who mourns Narciſſus drown'd. 


85 An 


An Idea of God and his Power, 
- . From Racine's Tragedy of Eſther, 


 Loguitur Eſther. 


Hat God, who rales Supreme cer Heaven, an 
Is not what Error paints him to your Eyes, 
Eternal is his Name | the World his Work! 
Propitious he hears the iaimble's Cry; 
Wrong'd by the proud Oppreſſor's Force, 
And from the height of his cxleſtial T hrone, 
Interrogates the Monarchs of the Earth; 
Th Annihilation of proud States to him, | 
Is when he il, but as the mean Eflay, 
The ſportive Play of his all potent Arm. 
Vainly gainſt him in feeble League conjoin d, 


Would 


Ari 
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Would all the Princes of the Earth maintain © 
Unequal Combat !-— what can Kings 'gainſt him ? 
To diffipate their Force he but + appears, * EN. 

Speaks, and to native Nothing they return; 

Before his dreadful Voice Ocean retires 

Aſtonied; et | 
This mighty Univerſe, extenſive Round 

| As nothing ſhews to his unbounded Sight, 

And Humankind, poor Shuttlecocks of Fate | 
Are in his Eyes, as tho' they ne'er had been, 
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On 
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| bi | Each 
On Love and it's Power over all N pati 


Creatures. Fill 

8 Aug! 

A Miltonic Ellay. [Wt 

m 

A1L! Holy Flame! Ætherial Eſſence hail! I rne 
Firſt-born of Heaven! diffuſive Source of 
Ere from the All- productive Womb of Time * 
Creation had Exiſtence, thou waſt known; 1398) 


Pron 


Fron 


By thee the Cherub's ſacred Song's inſpir'd, Thr, 
And all their golden Viols tun'd by thee ! Wn N 
By thee are knit th'irrefragable Bands, 80 fa 


The mutual Intereſts of Father, Son, 2 But 
Siſter, and Brother, Mother, and Daughter too; = 
By thee are join'd the Twins of Friendſhip's Reign Bane 
| In ſocial Links, where no Diſtinction's known ; No! 

| Who 
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Who in the dreary Hour of Grief {till ſhare 


Each other's Woe, and render it more light, 


[Participating mutual : Or if Joy 


Fills either's Breaſt, how doubly is the Bliſs 
Augmented, if the Other ſhares a Part, 

Thus numb'ring Smile for Smile, and Tear for Tea, 
Aid mutual giving, and receiving, live 

The Soul-concordant Pair. | 
Prompted by thee, the Swain ſelects a Fair 


From midſt the rural Train, the Fair, a Swain, 


Ipach other's Joy; who aptly pair'd, glide on 


Thro' Life's each Change, the Children of Content, 
In Mind united, and in Heart the ſame: 


Jo fares it where thy milder Sway prevails, 


But when thou'rt abſent, dire Diſcords ariſe 


With jaundic'd Jealouſy, and black Miſtruſts, 


Banes ! to each ſocial Happineſs of Life ; 
o more the-tovely-featur'd Face delights, 
P 
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But in it's Room, cauſeleſs Diſtaſte can paint 
Form hideous, and Soul dark as Erebus 
"The dimpling Smile that plays upon the Cheek 
Of conſcious hace: the Maiden Bluſh, 
And Life's ONE unpremeditated AQ 
Miſconſtrued, is to dark Deſigns aſcrib d. 

To Man's Society 

Thou'rt not confin'd alone, all, all, alike 

Thy Power confeſs ; the brute Creation bow 
Subject to thee, nor does the boaſted Strength 
Of Afric's lordly Savage keep him free 

From thy Domain; the Tyger . che Pard, 
The ſurly Bear, and fierce Hyæna feel 

The Sovereign in their Breaſt, and yield awhile 
Their wonted Fierceneſs to thy gentle Call: 

Or urg d by thee, the tim'rous Stag is rous'd 
To fierce Defiance of his Maſter © 

Or with his Mates provokes the horny War ; 

| Thee 


hee 
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Thee own the tuneful People of the Air 

Inſpirer of their Notes, and fall of thee, 

At Noon of Night, the Warbler Philomel, 

Fills ao Grove with ſweetly plaintive Notes, 
Making Grief lovely ! 

Sacred to thee, from midſt their feather'd Tribe 
A Pair thou claim'ſt, the Emblems of thy Reign, 
On whom thy choiceſt Bleſſings are beſtow'd, 
And all their little Life is full of thee. 


By all chou rt coveted, tho known to few 
In thy exalted State ; tho' vainly ſome 


Attempt to wooe thee with a proffer'd Hoard ; 
denſeleſs! and blind, barter ſo mean, and baſe. 
Thou ſcorn'ſt to make; thyſelf thyſelf alone 
Can't purchaſe, every other Price too mean ; 
The Bed of Down nor gilded Canopy 


No more attract thee than the Moſs-grown Cot, 
„ Whoſe 


* 
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Whoſe humble Tenant on his Truſs of Straw 7050 


Feels thee as frequent as his prouder Lord. 


A! 


But whither would my Pen ? why waſte I thus 


- 


The Moments that are gone to come no more, 
T'enumerate thy Praiſes, ſcan thy Pow'r ? 

When on the Life-mov'd Heart, the feeling Soul 
With Mem'ry's ſurer Pencil 'graves it deep. 


A Pro- 


— — — ICCY 


Pro- 
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72 YEORKNOKKKKOEIO 


A Prologue, written for the Siege 
of Damaſcus, performed by 
Gentlemen of the Navy for their 
Diverſion, at St. John's, News- 
foundland. Monday, September 23. 


1753. 


O Virtue's Charms to add the Pow'r of Art, 
And ſteal Inſtruction to the feeling Heart, 
To call the tender Tear from Pity's Eye, 

And bid the Boſom Sp ſigh, 


To ſnew what Deeds from Love's ſoft Paſſion riſe, 


What Valbur dares, when Beauty is the Prize, 
What Lengths Ambition heedleſſly can run, 


Till by it's own deſtructive Schemes undone. 


P:'3 From 
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From diſtant Climes, a Tale we bring to Night, 


In hopes alike to Profit, and Delight. 


9 


In this Attempt, your Clemency we aſk, 
To bear us boldly thro' th' advent'rous Taſk, 


Conſcious alas! how weak our fond Eſſay, 
How hard to render Juſtice to our Play, 
To ſpeak our Author's Sentiments aright, 
Or place his Pali ons in their firiking Light. 


But fince the Theme we chuſe deſerves your Care, 


Ye generous Circle of the Brave, and Fair 


If Faults in our Performance ſhould occur, 


Since we, as all, are liable to err, 


Impute our Failings to their rightful Cauſe, 
And judge with Mercy, tho' by Reaſon's Laws. 
+ But how {hall he approach the injur'd Fair, 


+ Alluding to the Part of | Eupocta, which was By” by 4 
young Gentleman, 


— —— — 


Who dares this Ni ght their lovely Semblance wear! 


Attempts 


1 


N 
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Attempts their Pow'r unlimited, to ſcan, 

And with their Image decks their Vaſſal Man? 
Salmoneus thus, from his proud Car above, 
Once feign'd the Thunder of immortal Fove, 
Till Heaven incens'd the impious Deed beheld, 
And real Thunder the proud Boaſter quell'd. 


Within, our Culprit trembling with his Fear - 
Awaits his Doom, unwilling to appear 
Till your kind Smiles a better Fate declare. 
Then let us All a patient Hearing claim, 
Nor prepoſſeſs d againſt a Sailor's Name, 
Deem the ſoft Arts to Neptune's Sons unknown, 
Confin'd to Ocean's dreary Waſte alone, 
Lo! Britain's Naval Chrefs aſſert their Due, 


Who rule her Fleets, and aid her Councils too. 


P” 4 | This 


— 


* p 4 ler wy * > 
_ — — - - _ . 
TY * * — _ g . more _ * - — 
"nt 2 1 N 8 Po way 4 
3 ——x* . "75. . - 
, ” oe: 2 7 


* 

pu Ciba F 4 

rs; er 3 
—— 


887 


"WAS. * * * — 
* J 2 — _ — 
- —ä— ͥ ͥ err — hg — 
* — 2 — —ũ—ů —— * — 
2 2—— 7 2 K 
— e * b a oe, 
2 8 
2 * 
* . 
— 2 


216 PoE Ms 07 


This for our ſelves, —Our Bard's immortal Name, 


Blooms ever fair, conſign'd to deathleſs Fame; 

His modeſt Verſe no ribald Flights profane, E 
The Scribbler's Refuge, and the Muſe's Strain! 

Here ſacred Truths in pureſt Diction ſhine, 

Delight inſtructive, and in every Line, 

At once the Morals, and the Taſte refine. 
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Then this Atonement for our Errors take, 


And ſpare the Player for the Poet's Sake. 7 
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A WELDISISISISIAIATEL EIA ESA 


EPILOGUE to the ſame Play, ſpo- 
ken by Mr. G. 4. T. m the 
Character of CaLED. 


(Speaking as he enters.) 


SG 


RIFLERS avaunt ! I ſwear it ſhall not be 


Away! and leave the Epilogue to me. 


(Advancing to the Front of the Stage.) 


From Heaps of ſlaughter'd Dead ſee Caled come! 
To ſnatch this Play from its impending Doom; 
Our Witlings of within, had rack'd their Brain, 


To form an Epilogue in th' uſual Strain, 

Where Sterling Senſe had imitated been, 

By mimic Laughter, and by Jeſt obſcene, 
E | Where 


218 | PoE Mus 07 


Where luſcious Thoughts th unwary Heart betray'd, 
Whilſt artful Leers the double Senſe convey d. 


Enrag'd I faw their Scheme, and hold! I cry d, 
Can real Wit by Tinſel be ſupply'd ? 
Will honeſt Britons ever tamely bear, 
This equal Infult on their Heart and Ear ? 
By mighty ALLan, no! their nicer Taſte 


In too refin'd a Point of Light is plac'd. 


Amaz'd they heard me talk ! and lau ghing, ſwore, 
That never Mortal was miſtaken more; 
CusTow, in all Times prevalent, ſaid they, 

Has till allotted to each Trag:c Play, 

The Epilogue, replete with merry Sneer, 

From each fair Eye to wipe the ſtarting Tear, 
From the touch'd Soul the heaving Sigh to Shame, 


And ſend All home as merry as they came. 
And 


To real Merit it alone is "the: 


No Self-fufficient Merit here has Part, 


J 
A 


a ·çKmm re 
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And is itſo ? Muſt then the moral Stage, 
Deſign'd the Terror of a vicious Age, oo 
The Pandar to it's reigning Vices be, 
And bribe Applauſe with fulſome Ribaldry ? © | 
At Virtue's Coſt extort precarious Smiles, 
And owe it's Merit to deceptive Wiles ? 
No! you as Engliſhmen, as Men of Senſe, 
Will never fo iniquitous diſpenſe : 
Your Praiſe, reſerv d for the e F ew, 


| Secure in this, I fearleſs dare approach, 


Our Author's Beauties for my Boldneſs vouch, 


Nor claim we your Applauſe from our Deſert, 
No Garrick's here, no Barry's Graces ſhine, 


That pleaſe with Energy almoſt divine, 


Unſkill'd 
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in! | 8 | 
; | Unſkill'd the ſoft Alarm like them, to give, 


Or bid the animated Sentence live, 
Suffice it, that our beſt we've ſtrove to do, 


How we've ſucceeded, we ſubmit to You. 
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Dramatic Epiſtles. 
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The Argument to Ep. I. from 
Chamont to Serina. 


\Hamont a young Gentlement, bred up by 
Acaſto, an antient and rich Nobleman of 
Bohemia, as his own Son, upon the Death of his 
Father (who was a particular Friend of Acaſto, 
and his Companion in the Wars,) was by that 
Nobleman ſent into the Army, and made ſeveral 
Campaigns with great Honour. At his Return 
Home, he confeſs'd the Paſſion he had entertain- 
ed for the young and beautiful Serina, the only 
Daughter of his Patron, and obtaining his Con- 
lent, marry'd her. Here the Dramatick Poet 
leaves them, and here we take them up. 


Chamont is in this Epiſtle ſuppos'd to have been 
call'd away to attend upon the King his Maſter 
in a ſudden Expedition, immediately upon his 
Marriage, and before he had Time to take Poſ- 
ſeſſion of his lovely Bride; after an Abſence of 
little more than a Year, at the nn, up of the 

gs Campaign, 
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Campaign, the Army returns home; when this 
young Bridegroom burning with Impatience to 
hear from his dear Wife, and finding himſelf 
likely to be detained ſome 7 ime in the Camp, 
by the Duties of his Poſt, writes the following 
Letter; wherein we remark, the tender anxious 
Doubts, naturally incident to a young Bride- 
groom, who has not yet ſecured the laſt Reward 
of an aſſiduous Love; and after having expreſſed 
fome tender Fears leaſt Abſence, together with 
the Gaieties and Allurements of a Court Life, 
might have render'd him leſs dear to the fair 
Partner of his Heart; he at length comforts 
himſelf on recollecting, her Aflurances of Con- 


ſtancy at parting, and excuſing himſelf for not 


coming in Perſon, from the Obligation he lays 
under to attend the King, during his Stay in the 
Field, concludes with Prayers for her Welfare, 

and Aſſurances of repairing ſpeedily to her Arms. 


d 


| Epiſtle 
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Epiſtle I. Chamont to Serina. 


"ROM Noiſe of Battles, and from Toils of War, 
From horrid Slaughter and tumultuous Jarr; 
From bloody Fields, where Thirſt of Ruin burns 


To lov'd Serina, her Chamont returns; 


? 
Returns, and with him brings an Heart ſincere; 


To the dear Object of his anxious Care ; 
| But leaſt too ſudden the Surprize ſhou'd prove, 
Firſt ſends this Proxy of enquiring Love. 


Tell me, Serina ! Empreſs of my Sout, 
Poſſes I Kill thy Heart, poſſeſs it whole? 
Intrudes no rival Image there beſide 


To ſhare with me th” Affection of my Bride? 


& N (Forgive 
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(Forgive the Doubt, my Fair, tho harſh it prove, 


Since greateſt Doubts ſtill ſpring from trueſt Love.) 


Haſt thou admitted no delufive Gueſt 

In all the Arts of ſweet Perſwaſion dreſt, 
Soft in thy Ear to breathe the am'rous Tale 
(For oh Serina ! Woman's Heart is frail) 
Whilſt I far diſtant, of thy Sight bereft 
Truſted th' Impreſſion 1 in thy Boſom left : 


Where I fo oft my ardent Vows have breath'd, 
And to it's Care the Cauſe of Lok bequeath' d. 
Call'd by the hoſtile Trumpet's loud Alarms 


When I was forced an Exile from thy Arms, 
And left untaſted all thy bridal Charms. 


Thus to Chamont his dear Serina vow 'd, 


Whilſt from her Eyes the briny Torrent flow'd. 
« And wilt thou go? the lovely Mourner cry'd, 


« And can'ft thou leave me thus a widow'd Bride! 


cc Firſt 
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« Firſt take my Life! for what is Life to me 

« Of Soul depriv'd, Chamont ! depriv'd of thee.? : 
« But hear the Vow, which OR to Heaven I make, 

ec To Heaven and thee ; for eyer for thy fake 

« From all the World, a {ad Recluſe to live, 

Ceaſeleſs to mourn, and comfortleſs to grieve z 

« Andif a With but what's for thee ariſe, 

« 'Till thou again ſhalt bleſs my longing Eyes, 

« May I the Outcaſt of my Sex become, 

| « May Age and Sickneſs blaſt my early Bloom ; 


May I at laſt, the wond'rous Curſe to ſeal, 
* The direful Weight of Chamont's Hatred feel!“ 


Thou didſt thou vow, O faireſt of thy Kind! 
(The melting Moment's. preſent to my Mind 
Unmans my Soul, and in my ſwelling Eyes, 


ge Spite of myſelf the tender Drops ariſe.) 
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Thus didſt thou vow ! and can I thee diſtruſt ? 
No! ſurely thou of all thy Sex art juſt, 
Unikill'd art thou, in each deluſive Art, 

And where thou giv'ſt thy Hand, thou giv'ſt thy 


Heart, 


But now on Wings of Love Chamont prepares 
To ſeek with thee, a Balm for all his Cares; 


Thee ! dear Reward of all his Labours paſt, 
He ſeeks, and ſeeks thee, with a Bridegroom's haſte, 


But oh! the Curſe of Greatneſs imps my Flight, 
Retards my Bliſs, and bars me from Delight. 

In vain the lagging Hours I curſe, ſtill bound 

To bow reluctant in the. courtly Round, 

And grudge, Ingrate |. ſuch Change om lou 
T he leaſt of Service to the beſt of Kings ! 

And whilſt the reſt with chearful Hearts attend 


Their glorious Monarch, I, in Silence bend 


My 


Be 
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My downcaſt Eyes, amidſt the Triumphs mourn, 
Like widow d Turtles, "till their Mates return. 

Each Hour I'm abſent ables to my Sight, 

The Day how tedious ! and how long the Night! ! 
Till with thy Preſence I again am bleſt, 

Charm'd with thy Tongue, and to thy Boſom preſt ! 
Then to the Winds Ill give ah idle Care, 

And fix my rapt'rous Ne plus ultra there. 


Till then, ſoft Angels guard thy peaceful Breaſt ! 
Be thou but conſtant, and Chamont is bleſt ! 
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'The Argument to Epiſtle II. from h 


Serina to Chamont. 


FRI NA 3 e the foregoing Epi- | 
ſtle from her Huſband, at a Time, when 
having ſecreted herſelf from all Company, pur- 
polely to preſerve herſelf blameleſs, till his Re- 
turn, ſhe thought herſelf entitled to the higheſt 3 
Degree of Regard from him; was not a little 5 
chagrin'd, (after having given way to the firſt 
Tranſports of hearing that her Lord was arrived 
in Safety) at finding ſome Hints in his Letter that 
ſeem'd injurious to her Fidelity, which tho' they 
proceeded purely' from an Exceſs of Love, yet 
were ſo wounding to a Heart turn'd like her's, 
that ſhe immediately anſwers his Letter by the 
following, wherein, after ſufficiently clearing her- 
ſelf from ail Imputations by an Account of the 
recluſe Life ſhe had led in his Abſence, ſhe falls 
upon a tender Recrimination, which however ſhe 
at length drops, upon reflecting how kind and 
faithful he had always been to her, and what 
| Prote- 
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* 


{ Proteſtations of laſting Fidelity he had made her 

at parting, and at laſt concludes with Prayers for 
his Safcty, and Entreaties that he would haſten to 
1 132 


The 1 in this and the foregoing Epi- 
ſtle are found in the beautiful Tragedy of the 
Orphan, or the Unbappy Marriage, vritten * 
Mr. T. Otway, in the Vear 1680. 


The Part of Chamont, is generally performed 
by that great Roſcius of the Eugliſb Stage, Mr. 
Garrick, in a Manner peculiar to himſelf. For 
to attempt an adequate Deſcription of his Excel- 
lence in any Character he undertakes, would re- 
quire a Pen as much ſurpaſſing mine as himſelf 

goes beyond molt of his theatric Cotemporaries. 


As to the Part of Serina, it is of ſo very little 
Conſequence in the Drama, that the Role is uſu- 
ally the Lot of ſome Actreſs who has not yet 
ſignaliz d herſelf on the Theatre. An Excuſe for 
having made choice of ſuch a Character for an 
Epiſtle has been already made in the Preface. 
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* II. Serina to Chamont. At 
Ew 

HUS to Chamont, whilſt fervent Love indites, 
His faithful Bride, his true Serina writes. | 
Ur 
Since from thy dear lov'd Converſation torn, = 
In cruel Abſence have J learnt to mourn M 
The lonely Tenant of a widow'd Bed, 1 


With thee Chamont !] each Joy and Pleaſure fled ; 
A ſtupid Dullneſs hangs on every Senſe, 

And each freſh Object brings a freſh Offence. 
No more, a8 erſt, I ſeek the Evening Walk, 

To chace the ling'ring Hours in pleaſing Talk; 
No more I make the buſy World my Care, 

Deep wrapt in Apathy to all that's there, 


But 
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But ſick of Light Iſhun the gladſome Day, 
And waſte in ſullen Gloom the chearleſs Hours 
away. 


At length indulgent Heaven has heard my Pray 2 
And ſends thee back to ſoften my Deſpair. 


When firſt thy well-known Writing met = 
Unable to ſupport the ſweet Surprize, 
O'ercome with Joy too exquiſite to bear, 
My Bliſs-fraught Soul diffolv'd to native Air. 
But when at length to Senſe and Life reſtor d 
T rag your cruel Doubts ; conceive my Lord q 
What Daggers ſtruck my Heart at ev'ry Word! 
And can Chamont, I cry d, diſtruſt he's lov'd ! 
Have I for this the Pangs of Abſence prov'd, 
For this have I ſuſtain'd a FS Year, 
Griefs great at human Conſtancy could bear ? 
My bridal Faith inviolate maintain'd 


Thus by injurious Doubts to have it ſtain” a; 


Tell 


— 
LJ 
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Tell me, from which of all my Actions paſt, 


H 

Could ſt thou once draw a Sanction for this laſt, 7 
This cruel doubt, oh 3 ungentle Youth ! v 
Of thy Serind's Conſtancy and Truth ? A 
But well J fee, Diſſembler as thou art! Sy 
Too well ſome other Maid has ſtolen my Part, [1 
And reigns the Miſtreſs of thy wav'ring Heart. | A 


Whilſt in her Ear, thou breath'ſt the am'rous Tale, 
(For oh Chamont ! the Heart of Man is frail,”) 
But tearn my injur'd Soul, thy Wrongs to bear, 
Chamont inflicts the Stroke, the Hand revere. 


When firſt my Father bid me thee regard, 


As one he meant ere long to make my Lord, 


Pleas'd I ſurvey'd the Beauties of thy Face, 


Where Female ſoftneſs fate with Manly grace, 

But when thou ſpeak'ſt, not Afric's ſpicy Coaſt, F. 

Did e' er ſuch Aromatic Sweetneſs boaſt ! * 
How 


| 
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How moving! how reſiſtleſs were thy Sighs ! 
How ſoft thy Tongue how very ſoft thy Eyes! 
When at my Feet a Supplicant you knelt, 
And ſweetly told the am'rous Pain you felt 5 
Spite of my Sex's Coyneſs, and Diſdain, 
I bow'd thy Victim, and confeſs d thy Chain, 
And bleſs'd a Choice which ſo concordant prov d, 
To fix him mine, oF at of all Men I lov'd; 
But lo! when bleſs'd with all that Heaven could give, 
With thee I thought, whole Years of Bliſs to live, 
Then when bright Hymen held his Torch on high, 


And all around breath'd Harmony, and Joy, 


The geneal God was ſcar'd by War's Alarms, 
And thou waſt ſnatch'd from my expecting Arms, 
Too rigidly didſt Honour's Voice obey, 

And from thy Virgin Bride bore all ber Dues away. 
Frantic I rav'd, a Prey to wild deſpair, 

When thus thou gentle ſtrov'ſt to ſooth my Care, 


As 
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As on thy Neck like Nzebe J hung, 


Diſſolv' d. in Tears, thus with thy tuneful Tongue, 
In melting Accents, didſt thou chear my Soul, 


And for a while the Storm of Grief controul. 


& Ceaſe, ceaſe, Serina / wound not thus my Heart, 
" With thy ſoft Plaints ! tho' doom'd a while to 2 
. Still thy dear Image will Chamont retain, 

To ſhield from Danger, in the hoſtile Plain, 

« And as amidſt the deathful Ranks I rove, 

« That dear-lov'd Image my Defence ſhall prove, 
* Which if Icer forget, may vengeful Fate 

9 Purſue me ſtill with unrelenting Hae. 

* © May i in the Hour of Fight, a Coward's Name, 

“ Blaſt all my Lawrels, and deface my Fame 

* May Death, or what is worſe than Death enſue, 
* May I Ser:na ! be contemn'd by Vou.“ 

Thus to high Heaven and Me thus did'ſt thou ſwear, 
And can I, dare I, think thee inſincere ? 


No! 
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No! as of all thy Sex thou loveliſt art, | 
Lo haſt thou ſure Chamont the trueſt Heart! 
And ſtill methinks I'm not of Hopes bereft, 


| Some ſmall remains of Love as yet are left, 


As yet you ſeem to think I may be true, 

How juſt that Thought, ye holy Pow'rs | be you, 

Be you, ye Guardians of the Nuptial Tye ! : | 
To whom fo oft I've urg'd my widow'd Cry, 

Be all Heaven's Hoſt ! a witneſs to the Truth, 


Who know how much, how dear I've lov'd this 


matchleſs Youth. 


Why lags Chamont ! why mak'ſt thou this Delay: 
Come, come, my Lord! my Huſband haſte away? 
Tis Love invites, the gentle call obey ? 

Leave trivial Gradeur to th' Ab mind, 
Can trivial Grandeur wiſhing Lovers bind? 

Ah did thy Heart with half my Wiſhes pant, 
Thou would ſt not ſure, a greater Motive want! 


Haſte 


Till then farewell ! Till I again ſhall view 


2 2 
= - © 
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Haſte ! where thy Bride with Expectation burns, 


'Till the dear Monarch of her Soul i 


From thee, Chamont, ſhe waits her Bridal due, T 
The genial Bed is dreſt, there wants but you 

Why lags my Lord ? why mak'ſt thou this delay! 
Come, come, my Spouſe! my Charmer haſte 


away, 


"Tis Love invites, the gentle call obey. 


My Joy my Comfort, and my all in you | 
May watchful Angels hover round thee ſtill, 


Protect in Danger, and ſecure from III q 


Be their peculiar Care to guard thy Lite, 

And bring thee back in Safety to thy Wife, 
Then will I give a looſe to ſoft Delight, 

And with thy Beauties feaſt my raptur'd Sight, 
Then bid thy troubled Soul know balmy reſt, 


Chamont 1s Conſtant, and Serina's bleſt. N 
| | | The 


3 
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CALEEXEXENELXTEENEREAERXE LL 


The Argument to Ep. III. from 
Andromache to P yrrhus. 


Nadromache the Widow: of Hector, and 

<= Daughter of Priam, King of Troy, was at the 
taken of that famous City, given by Lot, together 
with her Son Aftyanax, then an Infant, to Pyrrhus 
King of Epirus, and by him carry'd into that 
Country; he ſoon fell in Love with his fair Cap- 
tive, and us'd all the means'in his Power, (to the 

| reſerve of Force,) to make her hearken to his 
Flame ; She however retains the Love for her 
deceas'd Lord's Memory inviolable, and bravely 
reſiſts all the Monarch's Attacks. 


At this Time, Pyrrhus had in his Court a Prin- 
ceſs of Greece nam'd Hermione Daughter of Me- 
nelaus and Helen, to whom he had been publick- 
ly betroth'd, and who only waited the Ratification 
of his Promiſe, her nevertheleſs he flights, blind- 
ed as he was with this new Paſſion. The States 
of Greece alarm'd at this, ſend Oręſtes Son of Aga- 


Memmnon 
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memnon King of Mycenæ, to demand of Pyrrbus 
the Execution of his Contract, and at the ſame 
Time to inſiſt upon having the young Afyanax 
deliver d up to them, as thinking it dangerous to 
have any of the Race of Priam ſurvive the Fall 


of that Houſe and Kingdom. 


The beauteous Widow thrown into Deſpair at 
the proſpect of loſing her darling Child, now en- 
deavours to uſe all her Power over Pyrrbus, in 
Order to prevail with him to preſerve her Son 
from the Fury of the Greeks ; for 'this purpoſe 
ſhe ſend him the following Epiſtle, wherein after 
having expatiated'on the numberlefs Obligations 
he had conferr'd on her and her's, in ſaving Them 
from the general Ruin that fell upon Troy, and 


granting them an Azylum in his Court ; She art- 


fully infinuates how very derogatory to his Good- 


neſs and Wiſdom, it would be to give them up 


at laſt to a ſet of Ambitious blood thirſty Men, as 
ſhe terms the Greeks : In this Letter however 
the carefully avcids any mention of the Paſſion he 
had declar'd for herſelf, or her Repugnance there- 


to, but after having employ'd all the Pathetic 
Rhetoric ſhe was Miſtreſs of, to win him on her 


Side, concludes with an earneſt Requeſt, that if 
he reſolv'd to yield up Aftyanax, he would by 
firſt 
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firſt taking away her Life, ſave her the Agony 
of ſeeing her beloved Son fall a Sacrifice to the 
51 of his Enemies. | 

This Character 18 oh from a celebrated Tra: 
gedy call'd the Diſtreſs d Mother, written by. . 
Phillips, in the Year 15 711. 


The Part of ee has _ * 4 to 
Admiration, by ſeveral excellent Actreſſes, eſpe- 
cially Mrs. Woffington, and Mrs. Cibber, who never 
fail d to exact that ſhowery Tribute of Praiſe from 
the Audience, which no Adulation can counterfeit 
but is truly the Effect of a ſympathiſing Soul, 
touch d with the lively e of Illuſtri- 
ous Perſonages in Diſtreſs. 


1 
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1 \* 4 III. e to P yrrhus 
| 
| 


bi IT H Grief diſtracted, and with Sorrows 
| Juſt come from weeping o'er her darling 
4 Child, 


1 1 The — of Fortune, Hector s widow d Wife. 
Compell'd to wage a too unequal Strife, 
Preſumes in Nature's Cauſe at length to ſpeak, 
And plead with Pyrrbus gainſt the bloody Greek, 
Whilſt for a Life far dearer than her own, 


Thus proſtrate bows before the Victor's Throne, 
The Captive Mother for her helpleſs Son. 


On that dread Night, the Source of all my Woe! 


When Gracian Wiles laid mighty Tum low, 
And Priam's hapleſs Houſe to Ruin left, 
Sunk, of it's Guardian Lares Aid bereft, 
. * When 


8 
d, 


Oe 


hen 
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When you my Lord, the inmoſt Dome explord, 


And made a Paſſage with your conqu'ring Sword, 
You found Me by the Flames' ſurrounding Light, 
Amidſt my wenbling Maids; half dead with Fright , 
On ev'ry Face Deſpair, and Anguith fats. 

With {ad Expectance of approaching Fate, 

Clasp'd in my Arms, I held great Hector's Son, 
Reſolv'd with him each Riſque of Life to run, 


| Low at thy Knees with ſtreeming Eyes J bent, 


And thus, with all the Pow'rs that Nature lent, 
Or Love-parental could inſpire, I ſtrove, 

Thy Pity for my helplef Babe to move; 
Accept O Proxy ! of all gracious Heaven 

«I cry'd, to whom altho' a Greek tis given, 

© The laſt remains of Priam's wretch'd Race, 
To fave from Ruin, and from foul diſgrace, 


« Accept what Thanks, a Captive Queen can give, 


| © Who to thy Mercy owes, that yet ſhe lives, 


R 2 Rut 
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« But would'ſt thou crown this n Act, O 
« This fond Requeſt! the Sum of ev ry Want, 
« O fave his Life] my laſt ſurviving Joy! 

I aid, and pointed to my Infant Boy.” 

When guſhing Tears my fault ring Speech ſuppreſt, 
And down I ſunk, with Grief, and Woe oppreſt, 
Me thus dejected, with a pitying Look 

A while you view'd, then comforting beſpoke, 


No. more thus preſs'd beneath your Sorrows bend, 


« But in your Victor ſee a tender Friend, 

« Preſerve my Soldiers! royal Hef#or's Wife, 

« And guard the young Aftyanax's Life, 

« As your own Safeties you would prize, obey, 

« And fafe from Dangers, hear them hence away.” 
7 hus did'ſt hes; Pyrrhus ? take us to thy Care, 


| Remov'd our Terrors and diſpell d our Fear, 


And gently ſmooth the rugged Front of War. 


For 
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For this, do J, to Heaven, till proftrate bow, 
Still for thy Jafety, breath the fervent Vow, 


For this the Widow's and the Orphan's Cry, 
Aſcend in daily Bleſſings to the Sky, 

Can'ſt tos then, at Ambition's fell Command, 
With the Aſſaſſin's Poniard arm thy Hand 

Or did ſt thou fave Us, from theſe Horrors paſt, 
To give Us up a Prey to Grief at laſt ? 

Far, far, be ſuch a Thought from Pyrrhus Breaſt, 
Where Juſtice reigns, and Pity ſits confeſt. 


Can cruel Policy ſoft Mercy bind ? 
Do rules of State unhumanize the mind? 
That thus the mighty Chiefs of Greece combine, 
By ſolemn Embaſlys to alter thine ? 
Thus urge a King in their united Name, 
Todo an Act would ſully all his Fame, | 
| 8 R 3 To 
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To ſtab a wretched Heart with freſh Alarms, 
And wreſt the Infant from the Mother's Ions, 
Stain all his Glories by one bloody Deed, 
And hid a helplefs Orphan coolly bleed? 


What fears the Greek from an untutor d Boy ? 
What <0 Aſtyanax atchicve for Troy ? 

Think they, he can from Ruin um call, 
Reſtore her Temples, 1 rebuild her Wall ? 
Alas ! ſhe's fallen beyond the reach of Fate, 

Ay abject now, as ſhe before was great, 


But they alas ! pretend to falſe Alarms, 


THEY come to ſnatch the Trophies of your Arms, 


Veiling their Malice with the Græcian Cauſe, 
They dare to give Epirus Monarch Laws, 
Judge you incapable to Act alone, 


And dictate what ſhould with your Slaves be done. 
For 


Fa 
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For this they ſend Oreſtes to demand | | 
The young Aſtyanax at Pyrrhus Hand, 


Pretend th” Allies continual Dangers run, 

While Hlecror's Soul ſurvives in Hector Son, 

(Alas his Royal Sire he ſcarcely knew 

E're curſt Achilles he was flain by you!) 

Nought but his Blood their Malice will aſſuage, 

Ihe helpleſs Innocent muſt glut their Re ge! 

Ah did I think my forfeit Life would do, 

How gladly would I die, my Child, for you ! 

How chearful on th' uplifted Dagger run, 

And fink well pleas'd to have preſerv'd my Son, 
Let then, oh gentle Pyrrbus ! let him live, 

Where he no Umbrage to their Pride may give, 

Far, far, remove him from the round of Courts, 

Where Cares are foſter'd, and where Ruin en 5 

R 4 Place | Li 
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Place him; where never was Ambition found, 


With ſome laborious Hind to till the Ground, 
Who free from Sorrow, innocently gay, 
Wakes with his ruſtick Pipe the chearful Day, 


There unattended, unadorn'd, may he 


Forget he ſprung from Hector, or from me; 


There let him rove inglorious o'er the Plain, 


Aſtyanax no more; a rural Swain ! 

There hee contented with his low Eſtate, EE 
Free from the dazzling Ruin of the Great. 
Then oh for Pity's Sake defend my Boy, 

And bid the widow'd Heart to dance for Joy, 
So ſhall this Deed thy Name immortal raiſe, 
And each applauding Nation ſound thy Praiſe. 
The Godlike Victor, generous ag brave [ 


Who knew to conquer, and who knew to fave. 


* 


Whilſt 


ſeveral Occafions. 249 


Whilſt Mercy, chief of Attributes divine, 
Shall bid thy Fame with double Luſtre ſhine, 
And with thy own, her deathleſs Wreath entwine. 


But if thy cruel Heart this Boon denies, 
And doom'd by thee the Son of Hector dies, 
Ah! ſparea Mother the diſtracting Sight, 
Firſt, firſt, deprive her of the he Light. 
Content the Greeks, and by one fatal Blow, 
Lay all the wretched Race of Priam low. 


The 
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SEL ALLELE FTI IL IL III 


The Argument to Ep. IV. from 


Oreſtes to Hermione. 


Reſtes, Son of Agamemnon King of Myce- 

ne and Clytemneſtra his Queen, had in his 
youthful Days entertained a great Paſſion for Her- 
mione, Daughter of Menelaus, (by the famous 
Helen, who was the Occaſion of the ten Years 
Siege of Troy, and final Deſtruction of that Em- 
pire) nor did ſhe decline his Courtſhip, but at 
length was contracted to him; nevertheleſs af- 
terwards, upon ſome Reaſons of State, her Father 
having thought proper to yield to the Requeſt of 
Pyrrhus King of Epirus, who had demanded her 
in Marriage, ſhe was accordingly ſent to his Court, 
where ſhe remained ſome Time, in continual 
Expectation of the Day when that Monarch 


ſhould perform his Promiſe, and by eſpouſing 


her, feat her on the Throne of the Epirots, and 
in ſhort fell deſperately in Love with him, forget- 
ting her former Engagements to Oreſtes. This 
young. Prince however being now pitch'd upon 


by 


* 


„ | 
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by the States of Greece, to go with a great Ficer 


to the Court of Pyrrhus, to demand the Execu- 
tion of his Contract with the Princeſs Hermione, 
and at the ſame time to require the Delivery of 
Aſtyanax, the ſurviving Son of Heeor by Andro- 
mache, then a Captive at Epirus, and with whom 
he was fallen in Love; after a tedious Paſſage, and 
running ſeveral eminent Dangers, at laſt arrived 
in Safety at Epirus, and takes the firſt Opportu- 
nity of writing to her, and reproaching her with 


her Levity, and Inconſtancy to him, endeavour- 


ing at the ſame time artfully to inſinuate, that as 
Pyrrhus was enſlav'd to his new Paſſion for the 


fair Andromache, it was in vain for her to expect 


any Juſtice from that Prince, or that he would 


ever agree to give his Hand ſo foreign to his 


Heart. He likewiſe ſtrives to rouſe all the Wo- 


man in her, and excite a juſt Contempt for one 


who had in ſo open a Manner violated the moſt 


ſolemn Contracts, and then offers her the Aſſiſt- 


ance of himſelf and the whole Græcian Fleet un- 
der his Command, to revenge her Wrongs upon 
the perjur'd King and his whole Empire, or elſe to 
bear her away from Epirus, and convey her ſafe 
to her Friends ; and laſtly, like a true Lover, feeds 
himſelf with imaginary Hopes that ſhe will ac- 

cept 
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cept his Offers, and repay his Services by giving 


herſelf to his Arms. 


We are indebted for this Character to the ſame 
Play, as for the foregoing one. 


The Part of Oreftes is play d by Mr. Barry, 
in ſo maſterly a Manner, that whenever he ap- 
pears in it, he ſufficiently evidences to what an 
Height he is capable of carrying the 1 heatric 
Patbos, and leaves us without a Poſſibility of ever 
ſeeing his Superior, as it is more than probable, 
we never ſhall meet with his Equal, in this, and 
many other Parts he undertakes. 


A young Gentlewoman from Ireland, whoſe 
Name is Mrs. Gregory, has lately appear'd on 
Covent-Garden Theatre in the Character of Her- 
mione, and is by the beſt Judges allowed to be 
the moſt accompliſh' d Actreſs, for her Time, 


that has appear d in Public * theſe many Years 
pet. 
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KIOEKHOKHOOOK TOE HOKE 


Epiſtle IV. Oreftes to Hermione. 


HO' deckt with Honours by the potent Greek, 


And ſent in their united Voice to ſpeak ; 
Deaf to the flatt ring Crowd's applauſive Sound, 
That deals Oreſtes Name in Joe's round, 
Midſt all the Pomp of Embaſſy adorn'd, 

Long has my Soul in bitter Sadneſs mourn'd, 

For thee Hermione, obdurate Fair ! , 
Still do I weep, unheeded ſtill Deſpair ; 

How long wilt thou regardleſs hear me ſigh, 

And ſee unmov'd the ſad Oreftes die? | 
Miſt I experience Sorrows yet to come, 

And has my Soul for farther Suff rings room? 

Ah no! the fad Account is fill d by you, 

And Death, but not new Suff rings may enſue. 
No 
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No Force has plighted Faith, or nuptial Troth; ' MW wi 
4 | And fear {t thou not the Great Avenger s Wrath? | 


The Pow'r that watches o'er the Human Will, 


| Ah 
| And regiſters each Action good or ill, We 
Tho' I alas! may fruitleſsly complain, Co 
And plead an injur'd Lover's Rights in vain, 7T] 


That awful Pow'r will viadicate my Cauſe, 
And ſeck Revenge for violated Laws; 

But what are Vows, or plighted Troth to thee ? 
Loſt toRemorſe, and ſteebd with Cruelty ! 

Nor Shame nor Duty move thy wayward Heart, 
While Pyrrbus reigns ſupreme in ev'ry Part ; 
Unthinking Maid ! and ſeeſt thou not full plain 
The Troan Widow holds him in her Chain, 
For fair Andromache thy Pyrrhus burns, 

And from Hermione regardleſs turns, 

Another's now, the Monarch does Jeſpiſe 
Ih en achanting Magic of thy Tongue and Eyes, 
With 
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With all the Eloquence and all the Art 


By which you would recall his Rebel Heart. 


Ah how much bleſt would thy Oreſtes be, 


Were half that Lighted Love but plac'd on me! 


Could I once teach thy melting Soul to know 


The Joys that from conſenting Kindneſs flow. 


But why do! thus fruitleſoly ca ? 
Why from my delegated Pow'r refrain? 
Know ! thou diſdainful Maid, Oreſtes now 

Can in his Turn make his proud Victreſs bow. 
The Force of all the Grecian States I bring, 
And come to ſnatch thee from Epirus King, 
To bear thee from thy Idol far away, 
Thy Country bids, nor dar ſt thou f 
1 wait but haughty Pyrrhus 8 Reply, 

Who ne'er will yon 1 to die ; 
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All Riſques to keep Andromache he'll run, 
And bribe the Mother with her darling Son. 
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Spight of his plighted Faith he'll ſend thee back, = SY 
Scorn'd and rejected for thy Rival's fake, Ee 
Yes, yes, I ſee my Happineſs confeſt, 5 Bu 
Pyrrhus demies, and I may yet be bleſt ! 5 In 
But whither does my wand' ring Fancy ſtray ? Tl 
The Flatt'rer, Hope is ready to betray! ! 8a. 
Should I at length bear thee reluctant hence, T] 


Oroſtes would be hateful to each Senſe, 

To thee a cruel] Raviſher appear, 

And Pyrrius grow by Abſence ill more dear; ; 

Or ſhould conſenting Grew accord thee mine, 
How ſhould I melt that frozen Heart of thine, 
Since not unweary'd Conſtancy and Love, 

Not all my Suff rings, can thy Pity, move! 

How have I ftrove a thouſand ways to pleaſe ! 

How dar'd, for thee, the Dangers of the Seas! 

| How 
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How oft the various Riſques of Battel run ! 
What Laurels gather'd ! and what Trophies won! 
Not Pyrrhus ſelf ſo idoliz'd by Fame, 


Eer bore in Combat a ſuperior Name. | 188 


But what avail the boaſted Laurels won, 


In Love's ſoft Conflict Im alas undone 1 
There Pyrrhus conquers Agamemnon's Son. 9 
Say where, oh where Hermine is flown 3 


Thy Sex's native Pride, where ſunk thy own ? 
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Epirus ſees thee weep, and hears thee mourn, 
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And ſcarcely deigns an Anſwer in Return! 


Rouze rouze Hermione ſhake off thy Love, 


. . eo et AT FA 


i# 

(Tho how ſevere the Taſk myſelf I prove.) | 
Reſume thy Reaſon, and reſume thy Peace, | | 
And ſhew thyſelf a Daughter worthy Greece ; i 
Contemn a Wreteh like him who blindly gave bs 


An Argive Princeſs, for a Dardan Slave 
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Fly, fly, from this perfidious Shoar, ere long n 
Oraſtes ſhall revenge thy every Wrong. 1 


My Fleet lyes ready at a Word to ſail, 

The Canvaſs ſwells with an auſpicious Gale; 
Impending Ruin threats this guilty Land, 
And thy Oreftes arm'd at thy Command 
Promiſcuous Ruin thro' this Realm ſhall bear, 
E'en to his Minion's Bed fhall urge the War, | 
And make the Royal Perjur'd tremble there. 


Mm — — © wo 


Yes my Hermione! thy Champion, I 

Swift as a Whirlwind at thy Nod will fly, 

To fatter Death thro' ev'ry hoſtile Field, 

And make x thouſand Ranks before us yield, 

Pyrrhus ſhall nds too late the fatal Charms, 
For which he dar'd the Vengeance of our Arms, 

To fave his tott ring Empire ſue for Peace, 


And ſend the Captive and her Boy to Greece, 


Reſign 
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Reſign the Harveſt of the Field to mem. 
While He&#or's Widow waits her Doom from thee. ly 


Then ſhall Hermione, tranſcendent Fair! 
To crown the Labours, and the Toils of War, 
Conſent at length to eaſe a Lover's Pain, 

Nor let Oreſtes longer figh in vain, 

But own for once he merits her Regard, 


And ſhe herſelf become his bright Reward. 


— — cow — 
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— Eamon: 


The Argument to Epiſtle V. from 


Caliſta to Lothario. 


Aliſta, Daughter to Sciolto a noble Senator 

of Genoa, having been debauched by Lo- 
thario, a young Nobleman of the ſame City, be- 
tween whoſe Houſe and that of her Father 85 
there ſubſiſted a deadly hereditary Enmity; was 
at length abandoned by him; and being at the 
ſame time urged by her Father to give her Hand 
to a young Gentleman named Altamont, the Son 
of a deceas d Friend, and whom he had brought 
up as his own Child, was obliged to comply; but 
as ſhe had yet ſome Hopes of recalling the cool d 
Affection of her inconſtant Rover; ſhe, the Night 
preceeding the Day appointed for her Nuptials 
with Altamont, writes the following © Epiſtle to 
him; wherein the livelily paints the Diſtreſs in 
which ſhe is involved by his baſe Inconſtancy 
and her own Folly, and only deſires an Inter- 
vicw that ſhe may take a final Leave of him, and 


drops. ſome Hints, as if ſhe purpoſed putting an 
End 
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End to her Miſeries with her Life: And con- 
cludes with a Warning to him, to amend his 
vicious Courſes, and repent in Time, before the 
divine Vengeance ſhall , overtake him, with a 
Puniſhment ſuitable to his many Crimes, eſpeci- 
ally this laſt and greateſt, his Infidelity to her. 


The Play from whence the Characters of this 
Epiſtle are drawn, is called the Fair PenITENT, 
written in the Year 1703, by the ingenious Mr. 
N. Rowe, to whom we are indebted for many 
other fine Dramatic Pieces, particularly TamER- 


LANE, JANE SHORE, Ge. 4 
The Part of Caliſta is performed in the great. i 
eſt Perfection by the juſtly celebrated Mrs. Cibber, ll. 
whoſe Character, as an Actreſs, is already too i, 
well eſtabliſhed, to admit of an Addition from | 
any Mention, however favourable, that can be | 


made of her in ſo humble an Undertaking as 
Our's. 
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PPP 


Epiſtle V. Caliſta to Lothario, 


To falſe Lothario from this ſlighted Hand, 
In her deep Anguiſh does Caliſta ſend 


Theſe mournfu] Lines, her Sorrows to impart, 


And teach a human Feeling to hjs Heart ; 


For one whoſe Peace of Mind him betray d 


An endleſs Train of Miſerys invad 
Beneath the World's rude Cenſure 
Deſpis d, abandon'd, deſolate, alone. 

The Wretch of Love, for ever 8 to Cares, 


For ever fad, for ever bath d in Tears. 


What Ills ingrate! have I incurr'd for thee, 


Who now ſcarce deign'ſt one tender Word to me; 


Trampled for thee, on Honour's facred Ties, 


With all a modeſt Virgin ought to prize. 


t to groan, 


And 
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And (oh forgive me Heaven ! ) I bluſh to ſay, 
Yielded my ſlighted Innocence thy Prey ; 

And now mult bear to have my Folly told, 

By th' envious Young, and by th ill-natur'd Old, 
With all that Aggravation can invent, 

Th' inſatiate Ear of Malice to content; 

Whilſt ev'ry prudiſh, vainly-virtuous ſhe, 

Singles me out the Mark of Obloquy, 

And bleſſes her kind Stars ſhe's not like me. 


Tortures like theſe, and far more ſharp than theſe 
For my ſad Share avenging Heaven decrees, 
Whilſt thou Lo/haro infolently gay, 

Waſt' ſt in licentious Mirth thy Hours away, 
Regardleſs of the Miſery I endure, 
By barb'rous Cuſtom in thy Guilt ſecure ; 
Nay, may'ſt perhaps by this fad Note be found, 
Dealing the Story of my Folly round, 

"3 Whilſt 
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Whilſt I am weeping o'er my black Offence, 
O'erwhelm'd with pungent Grief in ev'ry Senſe, 
Oh had I periſh'd ere thy fatal Form 


Had found the Means my eaſy Heart to charm ! 


Sure of our diff rent Sex we are the worſt ! | Ho 
The falſeſt thou, and I the moſt accurſt, + Or 
W 

To Morrow, at a Father s dread Command, WW 


To the young Altamont I yield my Hand ; 
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A Youth fo form'd, not Envy's piercing Eye, 
Can in the happy Frame one Fault eſpy; 
As blandid Zephyrs, foft his gentle Mind, 
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That burns for me with Flame the moſt refin'd; 


Whilſt I unworthy of that generous Flame, 
Doat on the Author of my Ills and Shame; 
How can I view an injur'd Huſband's F ace, ' 


Who bring a Dow'r of infamous Diſgrace, 
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For Virgin Innocence, bring ſully'd Charms, 

And a polluted Body to his Arms? 

Pay his fond Love with blackeſt Treachery, 

And wound an Heart would gladly bleed for me ? 
How brave an angry Parent's juſt Revenge, 
Or the dread Purpoſe of his Soul unhinge, 
Who when he finds my Infamy and Shame, 
Will in my Blood waſh clean his ſullyd Fame, 


Curſe of his Age ! and Blemiſh to his Name ? 


Why bear'ſt thou ſtill my Weight thou patient 

| Earth ?. 
Doom'd to deſtroy the Life that gave me Birth! 
Oh gape ! and ſwallow from the World betimes 


This Parricide that murders with her Crimes ! 


j 


But thou, above my Friends and Virtue priz d, 
Where fly'ſt thou Cruel! am I now deſpis d:? 
And eanſt thou oh! Perfidious! leave me ſo 


Loſt and bewilder'd in this World of Woe? 


To 
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To thy falſe Self, Inhuman ! I appeal, 

And thou each Receſs 'of my Heart canſt tell, 

No Crime is mine tow'rds thee but having lov'd 
1205 too well. 

A little while and I ſhall be no more, 

The Soul no longer can contain the Store 

The mighty Freight of Grief with which ſhe's 

She pants for Eaſe, and longs to be enlarg d 125 

Then grant me e er ſhe takes her wiſh'd-for Flight, 


Grant me at leaſt one laſt one parting Sight, 


Once more to view my dear Betrayer, then 
Adieu to all the faithleſs Race of Men. 
And ſtill methinks Lothario all unkind, 


All cruel as thou art there's ſtill behind, 

Some Sparks of gentle Pity in thy Breaſt, 

To them Caliſta urges this Requeſt. 

Nor fear I'll put thy Tongue to the Expence, 


To dreſs thy Language in a grateful Senſe, 
Wich 
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With feigned Ra ptures palled Love to veil, 
Leaſt cold Indift'rence thro the Gawſe ſhould ſteal, 
Thou needeft not for that Caliſta ſhun, 

Thou can'it no more betray, nor ſhe be more un- 
No, no Lothario ! think not that I mean, 2 
Again to act th' abandon'd Wanton's Scene, 

$ The ſame curſt Ac of falſe Fruition o'er, 
The fame fond Hopes and Withes as before, 
For the mad Venom's quite expell'd my Veins, 
And calmer Reaſon now triumphant reigns, 


Nor thou once deareſt Object of my Sight, 


Can't move as oft Senſation of Delight, 
Can'ſt urge my ling'ring Blood a ſwifter Pace, 
Or paint the anxious Fluſh upon. my Face, 

LI only mean to take a ſhort Adieu, 
Of Hope, of Fear, of Love, of Life, md you, 
And then with Heaven's Forgiveneſs on my Soul, 


For Death III ſeek as for the wiſh'd-for Goal, 
Where 
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Where all my Suff rings and my Pains ſhall ceaſe, | 


7 * 


And J poor hapleſs Wretch at length have Peil | 
No more to Cenſure and Reproach a Slave, 

Sunk and forgotten in the quiet Grave. Tt 
There may. it's filent and capacious Womb 


At once th' Offender, and thi Offence entomb 


But thou, Lothario ! when thou hear'ſt the Fate 
That on the loft Czlila did await, 


Exult not, nor eſteem thyſelt ſecure, 


Tho' flow th' avenging Thunder, it is ſure! 


Then ſtrive by Penitence it's Wrath tavert, 


* 


And give an injur'd Shade her juſt Deſert, 


Pay to her Mem'ry one repentant 'Tear, 


A Debt thou ow'ſt to Heaven and to her. 


—— — 99>. —— — 
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The Argument to Epiſtle VI. from 
Tancred to &. gi/munda. 


n. King of Sicily, having been depoſed 
by William, from his many Vices, ſurnam'd 

the Bad, was afterwards by his Orders thrown 
into a Priſon, and there treacherouſly murdered ; 
leaving behind him a Son then an Infant, who 
would ſoon have ſhared the diſaſtrous Fate of 
his Houſe, but for the Tyrant's Son, (who after- 
wards ſucceeded him on the Throne of Szczly, and 
who from being i in every thingthejuſt Reverſe of his 
Father obtain'd the Title of William the Good, he) 
taking Pity on his helpleſs Age and Innocence, 
contrived to fave him from his Father's Fury, by 
committing him to the Care of Matteo Siffredi, 
an old Nobleman of Sicily, and Well-wither to 
the Family of the former unhappy King; by 
whom he was brought up in an entire Ignorance 
of his true Birth, and was given out to be the Son 
of an old Friend of S$ired:'s, a Baron of Apulia, 
who fell in a Cruſado, and left this his only Son, an 
Orphan 
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Orphan to his Care. In this Solliude our young 
Prince became enamour'd of Sigiſmunda; only 
Daughter to his Patron Szffred:, and was one 
again with an equal Affection. 


William the Good, ſucceeding his Father, go- 
vern'd the Iſland of S:c:/y, with the greateſt Leni- 
ty and Juſtice, but coming at length to dye, he 
ſent for the Lord Si fredi, (whomhe had at his 
Acceſſion to the Throne, created Chancellor of 
the Realm,)-entruſting to him his Will, where« 
by he appointed the young Tancred his Succeſſor, 
on Condition that he ſhould marty the Princeſs 
Conſtantia, his Siſter, and reign jointly with her. 
The Chancellor upon this, made no Delay to 
reveal the Secret of his Birth to the youthful Tan- 
cred, together with the Conditions of his mount- 
ing the Throne ; which latter however were ab- 
ſolutely rejected by him, to the no ſmall Concern 
of Siffredi, who now firſt began to ſuſpect ſome- 
thing of a Fondneſs, between this Prince and his 
Daughter, which. had hitherto been' conceal'd, 
from him and thereupon frames a Deſign, from 
an over Zeal for the Public Good, whoſe Peace, 
he thought by theſe Means, to ſettle en a firm 
Baſis, to oblige the Prince in public Senate to ac- 


quieſce in the Terms cf the late King's Will. 


In 
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In this he was greatly confirmed when his Daugh- 
ter owning her Paſſion for Tancred, and her's for 
him, preſented him with a Blank, figned by that 
Prince, and which after acquainting her with the 
great, and unexpected Turn in his Affairs, he 
had given into her Hand, as a Proof of the Since- 
rity of his Patton, and a Pledge of Conſtancy and 
Fidelity ; telling her, to order her Father, from 
him, to fill it up with a ſtrict Marriage Contract 
to her on his Part. Si fredi having gotten this into 
his Power, inſtead of complying with the Com- 
mands of Tancred, wrote underneath a full and 
perfect Agreement to the Will, whereby he (Tan- 
cred) ſolemnly obliged himſelf to eſpouſe the 
Princeſs Conſtantia, Siſter to the deceaſed King; 
the uſe made of this Piece of Patriotic Deceit, is 
not to our preſent Purpoſe, we therefore refer the 
Reader to the * itſelf. 


In this Epiſtle, the Author has taken the Li- 
berty to ſuppoſe, that the Father of Sigiſinunda, 
the better to conceal his Deſigns, for ſome ſhort 
Time after diſcovering to Tancred the Secret of his 
Birth, had kept his Daughter from having any 
Intercourſe or Interview with him : The paſho- 
nate Lover thereupon, writes her the following 
Letter, before he goes to the Aſſembly, and there- 

fore 
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fore had not been guilty of that ſeeming Piece cf. 
Infidelity to her, which was the Conſequence of 
the Trick S7fred: put upon him, and which be- 
came afterwards the Source of all their Troubles: 
Herein he tenderly complains of that Abſence 
and cold Reſerve which he imputes to herſelf, 
and makes it his chief Point to win her Conſent, 


to ſhare with him the Throne of Sicich, ſince 


without her he declares, that Royalty would at 
the beſt be but an irkſome Load. 


The Charakters of this Epiſtle are taken from 
a favourite Tragedy of the ſame Name, written by 
the celebrated Mr. Thompſon, in the Year 1744. 


The Part of Tancred was, on the firſt Appea- 
rance of this Play on the Stage, performed by Mr. 
Garrick, with ſuch univerſal Applauſe, as proved, 
beyond Contradiction, how much he excell'd in it. 
But having exerted himſelf to a very great De- 
gree, in return to the Favours the Public confer- 


red on him, (and which, indeed, he fo juſtly me- 


rited,) he brought a Diſorder on himſelf, which 
obliged him to deſiſt performing this Part, long 
deine the Town were ſatiated with ſeeing him in 


it. So far is a 7ſt Actor PE of plealing a 


Britiſh Audience. 
"1 wo ; Epiſtle 


ſeveral Occaſions. _ 


FFC 


Epiſtle VI. Tancred to Sigiſmunda. 


IC K of Ambition; and the Toils of State, 
With all the Cares that on a Monarch wait, 
From irkſome Greatneſs, Tancred ſteals away, 
This early Tribute of his Love to * 
At Srgiſmunda's Feet to caſt a Crown, 
And lay a while the Load of Empire down. 


Two Days are paſt, (and Lover's Days are Years) 
Since thy dear Voice laſt bleſs d my raviſh'd Ears, 
Since laſt thy Beauties charm'd my gazing Sight, 
And fill'd my Soul with exquiſite Delight. 
What means this myſtick Abſence ? pr'ythee ſay, 
Why doſt thou fly from-Cupid's call away? 
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Can Crowns nor Palaces afford Delight, | 
Or dreſt in Purple does the God affright ? 
Or deem'ſt thou me regardleſs of my Vow, 
And cruel Beauty mean'ſt to try me fo? 
Injurious Charmer! ſay what needs this Art 
To prove the Faith of a too conſtant Heart 
Think'ſt thou, Ambition's Glories can out ſhine 
The brighter Glories of thoſe Eyes of thine ? 
No Sigiſinunda? ſtill thy 7. ancred's Heart, 
+ Owns thee ſupreme in ev'ry Vital Part. 
Thou only do'ſt each tender Wiſh employ 


And witneſs Heaven, prime Scource of Love and 
Not a whole warring World combin'd in Arms, 95 
It's Pride, it's Splender, it 8 intieing Chains; 

Nor Int reſt, nor Ambition, e er mall " BY 

The plighted Faith that Heaven: has heard me nn 
And truſt me, Sigiſmunda, fince that Hour 


When firſt thy Father call'd me forth to Pow'r, 


Firſt 
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Firſt bid my Hand the Royal Sceptre wield, 

And the great Secret of my Birth reveal'd ; 

No true Content thy Tancred's Heart has known, 
The joyleſs Tenant of a loneſome Throne; 

Thou, thou art wanting, $7g:/munda ! there 

To make the Charms of Greatneſs worth his Care. 
What Joy to me can Crowns or Empire give, 


Depriv'd of her for whom alone I live? 


To- morrow's Sun is deſtin'd to behold 
My Head encireled with the ſacred Gold, 
The People with n Fervour run, 
To hall che Royal Manfred's long loſt Son, 
The crouding Barons too, the Palace fill, 
To pay their Homage, and confirm the Will, 
That makes me Lord of all this fruitful Iſle. 
Repeated: To's rend the vaulted Sky, 
And all Things wear the general Face of 305 , 
3 Whilſt 
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Whilſt I, to whom theſe Raptures owe their Birth, 


Myſelf appear the wretched'ſt Thing on Earth, 


Taſteleſs to me the Pageantry of State, 


Careleſs, I let the thronging Courtiers wait, | 


With downcaſt Eyes and Thoughts intent on thee, 


I fcarce perceive them bend the duteous Knee, 


And Thouſands unregarded bow to me. 


Then, when the Buſineſs of the Day is done, 


J ſteal from Pomp, and all Attendance ſhun, 
Silent as Night, and penſive as the Dove, 


Through Shades as gloomy as my Thoughts I rove, 


There to the Woods, and Streams, my Griefs relate, 


And curſe the ruling Stars that made me Great. 


Since cruel Sigiſinunda now diſdains 


To ſhare my Glories, or to eaſe my Pains. 


Why was I by injurious Fortune found ? 


Vhy plantedin Ambition's giddy Round ? 


29 


Why 
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Why from thoſe peaceful Scenes of Belmont drove, 
Where I was bleſt in Sigrſmunda' s Love? 


Stranger to Care, where all the Day I ſpent, 


In rural Sports, and liv'd in ſweet Content, 


As happy in my humble Lot, as they 

Whoſe awful Nod ſubjected Nations Sway; 
Twas Sigiſinunda made my only Care, 

For her the flow'ry Garland to prepare, 

Or deck with roſeate Wreaths her flowing Hair. 
Whilſt the dear Labour and delightſome Toil, 
She would o'erpay with a complacent Smile ! 

The happy Moments then ſlid gently on, 

And happier Moments came when they were gone, 
No Cares did then my chearful Mind annoy, 

I flept in Peace, and wak'd again to Joy. | 
Ah could I call thoſe placid Hours back 

How glad would I Sicilia's Throne forſake, 
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Nor ever for Ambition's ſplendid Cha; 
Love and my Sigiſmunda quit again. 


But now thou generous Fair One] that tis mine, 
To ſhew my Flame was not unworthy thine, 
Who with an Heart, exalted far above 
The {ſelfiſh Views that bound a common Love, 
Frohi counted Beauty, and from: Pump didſt bend, 
Then, then, to love me, when I had no Friend, 
The hopeleſs Outcaſt of my clouded Fate, 

Forc'd for Protection on thy Sire to wait; 

Then didſt thou venture to deſcend to me, 

When Fortune bid me bluſh to look to thee 3 
Since now th' indulgent Gods at length beſtow, 
Jo pay a Part of that vaſt Debt Lowe, 

A Fortune boundleſs as my Hopes could prove, 
(But what is Fortune to the Wiſh of Love 


_ - + my ww; wi 
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To equal Worth like thine all Fortune's ſcant, 1 


And Wealth of Kings mere Wretchedneſs and 
Enough my Fair! eſteem my Faith as try d, Wa 
And let Love's gentle Impulſe be thy Guide ! 
Haſte! to thy Tancred's Arms, who waits thee now, 
To place the Badge of Empire on thy Brow ; 

Leave Sigiſmunda leave thy rural Sports ! | 
The Regal Purple thy Acceptance courts. 5 | 
No more o'er ſimple Hinds thy Pow'r extend, 
Admiring Nations at thy Feet ſhall bend; 

The joyful People ſhall thy Praiſes ſpread, 

And bleſs the happy Choice their Monarch made; 
The Weight of Empire then well pleas'd I'1l bear, 
And all it's Sweets with Sigiſinunda ſhare, 


Softner of Toil ! and dear Reward of Care 


> 8 1c FAA OE BCG . a I will ths — 2 
„ 27 
__ , 1 


Nor more the Frowns of Fate or Fortune prove, 


Bleſs d in the Joys of Hymenzal Love. 


I 4 | The 1 
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EXE ZEREREFEREREREREREREAE 


The Argument to Epiſtle VII . from 


FP yrrbus to Androntache: | 


Pt * having receiv d the former Epiſtle from 


nde cannot conceal his Reſentment 


at finding himſelf trifled with, as he thinks, and 


in the firſt Emotions of his Rage fits down to. : 
write the following Anſwer, wherein we may 
obſerve the different Degrees of Rage, as they na- 


turally ariſe in the Heart of a powerful Lover, 
who imagines himſelf lighted by the Object on 
whom he deſigns to place his AﬀeCtions. 


He fuſt ſets out with denouncing the greateſt 


Vengeance on her, for playing with his Paſſion, 


and abſolutely threatens to deliver her Son up to 
the Embaſſador of the Greets, and even to ſend 
her into Slavery with him ; then again relenting 
and growing more ſoft, he tenderly expoſtulatcs 
with her, for refuſing the Offer of his Hand, at a 
Timewhenheisrunning the greateſt Riſques for her 


da ke, 
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Sake, in ſending contemptuouſly home, the young 
Hermione, a Gracian Princeſs to whom he had 
been contracted, before he became a Slave to her 
Beauty. He likewiſe upbraids her with what by 
her own Confeſſion, he had done for her and 
her's, and with her Obſtinacy and Ingratitude, in 
ſtill perſiſting to diſregard his ſuit; and laſtly 
ends with aſſuring her, that this is the laſt kind 

Proffer ſhe is to expect from him, and that this 
ſole Alternative remains, either to ſee her Son, 
and perhaps her ſelf ſent Captives into Greece, or 
by accepting his Hand, partake with him the 
Throne of Epirus, and ſecure a laſting and ſure 
Azylum for them both. 


The Character of this Epiſtle is from the ſame 
Flay with thoſe of the 3d and 4th. 


Mr. Quin who has now retired from the Stage, 
has grac'd this Character by appearing in it with | | 
that Juſtneſs of Action, and Dignity of Perſon, - 
that ever accompany'd him in all his Perfor= ' | 
mances. ; 
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C 
Epiſtle VII. Pyrrbus to Andro- 

9 mache. 


Lrorm reſolv d, nor ſhall thy artful Pen, 
Eer lure me back to fond Belief again, 


One tender Thought into my Breaſt infuſe, 

Or more my Pity and my Love abuſe: 

In vain thou ſtriv'it to urge the mournful Tale, 
And fondly think 'ſt by Flatt ry to prevail, 
Tho dreſt in grateful Semblance you impart, 
Deluſtve Thanks from a defigning Heart, 


Nor think ſt we know to what the Praiſes tend, 


Of artful Woman labouring for her End. 
As well thou might'ſt to angry Lyons preach, 


Or Tameneſs to the fierce Hye@na teach, 
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At laſt Ive rent thee from my injur d Heart, 
And baniſh'd all from thence that took thy Patt. 
Shall Fyrrbus longer meanly ſtoop to crave, - 

A patient Hearing from his haughty Slave ? 
Vainly intreat She will not be undone, 

And humbly ſue her to preſerve her Son ? 

Sooth with a Lover's fondneſs all her Pains, | 
And offer Sceptres in Exchange for Chains? 
Whilſt ſhe ungrateful, and perverſely mute 

Still with a ſullen Silence meets his Suit, 
What for the ſlighted Victor's left to do, 

But uſe the Rights of Conquelt on the Foe ; 
Then let us ſeize her Beauties as our Prize, 
And ſnatch that Bliſs the Obſtinate denies, _ 
Revel in Joys till e'en Deſire ſhall ceaſe, 

Then yield her Boy and her a Slave to Greece, 


Thus 
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Thus Vengeance dictates, but ſoft Love denies ! '\ 
The little God, coucht in thy beauteous Eyes, 


Diſarms each ſtern Reſolve, and makes my Rage a 
| his Prize. 

| 8 T 

Why will Andromache be wretched ſtill? . 1 

Why be herſelf the Author of her Ill, | 8 


Why Pyrrhus falſely of her Griefs accuſe, 
Bent as ſhe is all Comfort to refuſe ? 
Whilſt viſionary Fears her Soul invade, 
And urge her to reject his proffer'd Aid. 

Sce at thy Feet OE King, 
Whoſe Love a Cure for all thy Griefs can bring, 
With thee an Empire and a Throne Il ſhare, : 
And make thy lov'd Aftyanax my Care; 


From Grecian Rage protect thy darling Boy, 
As Hector's Offspring, and his Mother's Joy. 


What 


1 
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What would'ſt thou more? a Lover Power but 
taſk; 


A Lover's Power ſhall grant whate er you aſk ! 
Then lay this cruel Coldneſs quite aſide, 

This barb'rous Diſtance, and affected Pride, 
so illy to thy gentle Form ally d. 

For know that Fyrrbus Heart s by far too great, 


Longer in baſe Captivity to wait, 


Or watch an haughty Female's borrow'd State. 
Ungrateful Woman ! haſt thou then forgot 

The timely Aid this lighted Lover brought, 
When you in vain on Hium's Gods did call, 
Who careleſs ſaw ker Heaven-built Turrets fall ; 
All pale and languid didſt thou then appear, 
Dim were thy Eyes, thy Beauties faded were, 
On thy wan Checks the Signature of Death 


Was ſadly ſtampt, nag fled thy balmy Breath, 
My Soul with ſofteſt Pity then was mov'd, 


(How ſoon ſoft Pity was to Love improv'd ! ) 


Thy 
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Thy graceful Form, and thy exalted Mein, 

Soon found a pow'rful Advocate within. 

Kneeling I preſs'd thy Clay-cold Lips to mine, 

And to my Breaſt thy lifeleſs Breaſt did join; 

Thy Temples chaf d, and with ofticious Care 

Strove to recall the vital Pulſes there, 

And aided Nature in the doubtful Strife 

Till pleas d I ſaw Signs of returning Life; 

But when thy Eyes reſum'd their Orient Light, 

How 1 * Soul o'erwhelm'd with ſoft Delight! 

When firſt you ſpake, what Ecſtacys I felt 

As at my Feet ſcarce reaſſur d you knelt, 

So much your Beauties wrought upon my Mind, 

To all Things but my rifing Fondneſs blind, 

That ſhelt'ring Paſſion * Pity's Name, 

I, both che Cauſe of Greece, and my own Fame, 

A Prey to thy bewitchin g Arts did yield. 

And fondly ſwore from every Harm to ſhield; : 
I-14 "a 
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Nay, thought jt little for thy Life to ſave, 
Unleſs 1 added Peace and Plenty gave; _ 
Hither Aſtyanax. and thee convey d, 5 

( Serv'd like myſelf, and like myſelf obey a). 
Yet not this matchleſs Goodneſs I have 3 | 
Not all that I for thee, or thine have done, 

A kind Return can in thy Boſom move. 
Cold and indignant of my proffer d Love; 
And when 1 urge to know what Cauſe can ſteel 
Thy ruthleſs Breaſt to all the Griefs I feel, 
Hector] you cry, the mighty Hector's Shade! 
Forbids another ſhould his Rights invade, 

Or ſhare the Relict of his lacred Bed. 
Imperious! wherefore am I thus deſpis d? 
Why Pyrrhus ſo much leſs than 22 priz d? 
Great as he was, and dreadful in the Field, 
A Græcian Hero made this Champion yield ; 


A Ore- 


1 : 


— — — 
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A Gracian Hero I, nor leſs my Fame 

In Story ſhews, than Heitor's boaſted Name 4 
My Arm as ſure th' unerting Spear can throw, 
My Sword's as dreadful to the trembling Foe, 
And what was He&or once, is Pyrrbus now. 
Nor in the Field alone, I claim a Due, 

In Love's ſoft Warfare I can conquer too. 
The faireft Princeſs of the Argive States 

The young Hermione, impatient wits 

To be my Bride; 


With her, ſoft nat balmy Peace, 
And reſt from hoſtile Arms, my Reign will bleſs. 
But ſhould I ſtill unmindful of my Oath 

For Love of thee recall my plighted Troth, 

From the ſworn League, Pve made unjuſtly ſwerve, 
Reject Hermione, and thee preſerve, 

What reſts, but 'vengeful War arid dire Alarms, 


'Till thou art torn by Conqueſt from my Arms ! 


For 
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For lis not Valour can n Succeſs, = 

is Fate's the Iſſue of the F ight to bleſs! 

I muſt perhaps be torc'd to ſue for Peace, 

And bow a tributary Slave to Greece, 
Then may'{t thou boaſt thy Houſes' Inj'ries paid, 
And Pyrrhus' Fall content thy Hector's Shade, 
Nay, (Death to Thought!) the Witchcraft of thy 
May make with mine, the Grecian Hearts thy W 
Old Menelaus Self again may prove, OE ON 
Nature reviving in the cauſe of Love, 

Forget his Vengeance and his ſtern Decree, 

And find a fairer Helen riſe in Thee, 

Whilſt I alone the wretched Dupe remain, 


Of my blind Paſſion and thy proud Diſdain. 


The faithful Phenix, with theſe Lines attends, = 
Phenix, the trueſt of my truſty Friends ; 


Y „ He 


s 
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He waits thy laſt Reſolves,—this Choice remains, Th 
A royal Sceptre, or ignoble Chains, A 
For mark me well, thou too imperious Fair A 


By all my Wrongs, by ſlighted Love, I ſwear, 
Should thy capricious Pride {till urge thee on, 
To ſcorn the boundleſs Mercy I have ſhewn, 
No. more I'll liſten to a fooliſh Flame, 

But riſe ſuperior to my tarniſh'd Fame, 

4 ſhake Thee off to Ruin and to Shame. 


Nor ſhall relenting Softneſs melt my Heart, 
But ſteady Vengęance reign in every Part, 

Aſtyanax, the Minion of thy Eyes! 

Pierc'd by a Gracian Sword before thee dies, 

J hyſelf, to fair „ Fll ſend, 55 

A pleaſing Gift! on her thou ſhalt attend, 

And midit her Slaves, a fetter'd Captive bend. 


Then dread an injur'd Lover's juſt revenge; 


Nor fondly hope my fixt Reſolves to change, 
| Think 


— Sec — ” — — — — — — — — — — 
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Think J timely think ! ere yet it is too late, 

Avert thy own, avert thy Infant's Fate ! 

Accept my proffer'd Mercy while there's Room, 
An happy Mother, ad a Wife become, 

Or (as thou merit ſt,) ſhare thy Houſe's Doom. 
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